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That Hopeful Feeling 


by oceantears 


Summary 


There was a demon kneeling in his flat. Because apparently, Aziraphale now owned said 
demon. 


Notes 


Warning: Talk of past sexual abuse/non-con/forced sex, general past abuse. Detailed 
warnings in specific chapters. 

No abuse happens between Aziraphale and Crowley. 

The title is from Hozier's "Be" 


EDIT (2023): This fic is currently being edited! The remaining chapters will be uploaded 
once all already existing chapters have been edited. Chapters with a title have already been 
edited (and definitely improved), the rest is yet to come. Thank you very much for your 


patience! :) 


Demon in the Flat 


There was a demon kneeling in his flat. Because apparently, Aziraphale now owned said demon. 


If someone had asked him why, he probably wouldn't have been able to give a satisfactory 
explanation, seeing as there was no satisfactory explanation. 


The closest thing he had to an explanation was probably that Aziraphale had done something 
which Heaven saw as a Very Good Deed and they had wanted to reward him. He had found it 
strange when the message had come in yesterday but had shrugged it off as just another of 
Heaven’s peculiarities. He had expected a pat on the back, a compliment perhaps, if they were 
feeling generous. A nice meal — had Aziraphale had been allowed to choose — would have been his 
preferred reward, or a new bowtie, perhaps. 


But apparently, Heaven's idea of a sufficient award was none of those things, but rather something 
more akin to a butler. Or slave, really, which was what Gabriel had called the demon when he had 
handed him over to Aziraphale, amongst other terribly rude names. Such as plaything or personal 
amusement, for example. And those were the tamer ones, still. 


Aziraphale had listened to the archangel with a pleasant smile on his face and a terrible nausea in 
his stomach. He almost hadn’t believed what he had been hearing, but Gabriel’s mean smile and 
the spiteful grins on Michael’s and Sandalphon’s faces behind him had convinced Aziraphale that 
this was in fact real and not just a sick joke. 


The demon had just kneeled behind Gabriel quietly and had stared at the floor with a look of utter 
shame and terror on his face. He hadn’t reacted to what happened around him. Not even when 
Gabriel had explained to Aziraphale that from now on, the demon belonged to him with body and 
soul and that Aziraphale could do with him as he pleased. 

Had it been appropriate in any way, Aziraphale would have puked on Gabriel's shoes. 


After an excruciating amount of detail what the demon could be used for, Gabriel had finally bid 
the both of them goodbye with a sickeningly sweet smile. 


And here they were now, in Aziraphale's bookshop. Aziraphale was standing close to the wall, still 
feeling slightly nauseous and the demon was kneeling on the floor, refusing to look up at him. His 
breaths came in short, panicked gasps and he looked terrified — an emotion Aziraphale could see 
clearly, even though the demon's eyes were closed tightly and had been so since they had arrived in 
the shop. 


Aziraphale sighed, willed his nausea away, and crouched down next to the demon. Crowley (for 
Gabriel had been so kind as to tell Aziraphale the name of his new... acquaintance) stiffened and 
his aura, which had been an ugly mess of shame and fear, turned into something closer to panic. 


Aziraphale, who had raised his hand to softly pat Crowley on the shoulder, froze. His heart 
clenched and he moved a bit further away from the demon, not wanting to crowd him. What had 
been done to him? 


No, he would rather not have that question answered. After hearing what Gabriel had proposed 
Aziraphale himself do to this demon, the angel had a pretty good idea of the terrors Crowley must 
have gone through. 


The angel sighed and ran a hand through his hair, prompting a slight wince from the demon. 


Aziraphale straightened and forced the nausea to stay at bay. If he wanted to reassure and keep the 
demon safe, he would have to do something else than just stand here and feel ill. Neither of them 
would benefit from that. Clearing his throat, Aziraphale tried to strike up conversation, settling on a 
rather innocent question. 


"What's your name? I was told that you're called Crowley, but are you fine with me calling you 
that?" 


After the words had left his mouth, Aziraphale cursed himself quietly. This couldn't have been 
more awkward if he'd tried. He needed to make sure Gabriel hadn’t lied about this, yes, but he 
probably could have done it more elegantly. 


Crowley, however, seemed to be at edge after Aziraphale's words. His eyes had opened up a little 
and the angel could see long, slit black pupils in the middle of yellow, other-worldly eyes. 


Huh. Apparently, no one had deemed it necessary to tell him that this was Crowley, the very same 
who had tempted Eve to eat the forbidden fruit. Aziraphale had thought there must be dozens of 
demons with that name, but to have been given the one and only Crowley, the original tempter, 
came as a bit of a shock. How on Earth had Gabriel managed to get him? And why was he, instead 
of safely being locked away somewhere, treated as a slave, a bedwarmer, if Gabriel could be 
believed? 


Aziraphale shrugged the thought off and concentrated on Crowley again. He really should keep his 
attention focussed on him, to try and help the frightened demon. A frightened demon... The angel 
shook his head decisively. No matter how unusual the circumstances were, he had to concentrate, 
for Heaven’s sake! 


Crowley, who had been quiet during Aziraphale's internal struggle, looked up, seeming surprised 
and suspicious. As he saw that the angel was watching him again, he ducked his head and 
murmured something, too quiet for Aziraphale to understand. 


"What was that?" 
Crowley spoke again, a little louder this time, but his stare was still firmly fixed on the floor. 
"Crowley is fine, Master." 


A cold shiver ran through Aziraphale. Master. Dear Heavens, what had happened to the poor 
demon? He forced his tone to be light as he spoke, to avoid frightening Crowley more than he 
already had. 


"Crowley it is, then. And please, don't call me Master. Just Aziraphale will be fine, dear." 


Crowley's shoulders tensed the slightest bit, and he threw a suspicious glance at Aziraphale, who 
merely smiled softly. Then, he nodded, a quick, jerky movement. 


"Alright then," said Aziraphale and pointed in the direction of the kitchen, "let's move somewhere 
more comfortable, shall we?" 


He waited until the next meek nod came and turned to go to the kitchen. He would start by 
miracling some food into his bookshop. Of course, neither he nor Crowley needed to eat, but some 
food would probably do the demon good. Make him more comfortable, surely. 


Aziraphale turned to ask what exactly Crowley wanted to eat but faltered as he saw what Crowley 
was doing. The other had not stood up to follow, as Aziraphale had assumed he would, but was 


slowly crawling towards the kitchen, an utterly humiliated look on his face. 
As he noticed the angel watching him, Crowley stopped abruptly, going back to his former kneel, 
eyes turned towards the floor and fists clenched in his lap. His breath came in short, laboured 


gasps. 


Aziraphale closed his eyes briefly and wished that he had the power to send Gabriel to Hell. Then 
he breathed in deeply, steadying himself. 


"You needn't kneel," he said softly, heart aching at Crowley's wary look. "You can walk, my dear, 
you know? You can also sit on the furniture and such, please don't kneel on the floor," he added as 
an afterthought, not knowing if the demon was aware of that. 


Crowley looked at Aziraphale for a few long moments, and the angel gave his best reassuring 
smile. Then, the demon rose slowly, still watching Aziraphale suspiciously, his aura full of 
distrust. Aziraphale hoped that his smile didn't look too much like a grimace. 

He nodded encouragingly as Crowley finally stood and resumed his walk to the kitchen, this time 
hearing the demon's soft footsteps behind him. 


Once in the kitchen, a new problem presented itself: The demon did not know what he wanted to 
eat. Or rather, he answered each and every of Aziraphale's suggestions with a demure nod and a "If 
you'd like to". 


Neither of those were helpful and Aziraphale was beginning to feel a little frustrated. Undoubtedly, 
Crowley felt it in his aura, for he started looking around nervously and hunched in on himself. He 
radiated uncomfortableness and had gone back to mostly staring at the floor, now not even reacting 
to Aziraphale’s questions. 


Aziraphale took a few calming breaths and decided that he'd just choose for him. He’d prefer if 
Crowley ate something even though it wasn’t necessary, because he was a firm believer that food 
made everything better. Perhaps it would help bridge the awkward silence, too, make Crowley trust 
him a little more. Some bread with butter and a side dish of vegetables and fruits would probably 
for the best, as he did not want to upset the demon's stomach with too much food he wasn't used to. 


He ushered Crowley in the chair at the table, where the demon sat rather stiffly, seemingly unsure 
of what to do. Aziraphale miracled the food and two glasses of water onto the table and sat down 
on the opposite side. He indicated that Crowley could start eating and began taking bread and 
various fruits for himself. 


Crowley was more hesitant - he only took a few grapes and strawberries and put them on his plate 
carefully, looking at Aziraphale with some distress. 

Aziraphale smiled encouragingly, and the demon hesitantly took a small bite of a strawberry, 
barely nibbling on it. He finished the fruit only slowly, looking at Aziraphale every few seconds as 
if to check whether he was behaving correctly. 


Aziraphale just smiled at him and tried to keep the anger and hurt for the demon from showing. He 
didn’t want to upset Crowley any further. 


Slowly, they both finished their meal — Crowley’s merely consisting of strawberries and grapes — 
and Aziraphale rose, ready to miracle the dishes away. Crowley dropped his gaze as the plates 
disappeared and Aziraphale felt a shift in his mood. His aura, which had been grateful but 
otherwise kept carefully neutral during their meal, was now laced with fear, shame and disgust, as 
well as some sort of terrified... expectation? 


Aziraphale did not know what could have provoked that kind of shift, but he didn't dare ask. 


Partially because he did not think he'd get an answer anyways, and partially because he truly did 
not want to know what Crowley thought would happen next. 


Instead, he simply went to the living room, making sure that Crowley followed him- Aziraphale 
could feel a headache coming in. Some peace and relaxation were sorely needed, he decided. He 
could give Crowley a book if the demon also wanted to read and would indulge in a spot of 
reading himself. It’d take his mind off other things and afterwards, his headache would doubtlessly 
have vanished, and he’d have a better idea of what to do with Crowley. 


Aziraphale sat down on the sofa, looking around for his Oscar Wilde first edition and intending to 
tell the demon just that, when his train of thought was interrupted by a hand on the zipper of his 
trousers. 

Aziraphale yelped and scooted backwards, losing his balance and nearly kicking Crowley in the 
face in an attempt to regain it. 


Crowley, who was kneeling in the floor again, his face white and eyes blown huge, flinched. His 
hands, which still rested on Aziraphale's legs, trembled. 

Aziraphale sat up hastily. He grabbed Crowley’s hand and pulled it off his leg. He scooted further 
down the sofa as quickly as he could, putting as much distance between them as possible. 


The demon looked as if he had just been slapped. By now, his whole body was trembling, and his 
aura had turned into one full of distress and fear. He opened his mouth, but at first, no words came 
out. And when they did, Aziraphale wished Crowley wouldn't have said them. 


"I, I'm sorry Mas- Aziraphale. I just thought I'd- I wanted to thank you because you were so 
generous and let me eat, I'm sorry, I didn't..." 


Interrupting himself, Crowley took a sharp, steadying breath and tried again. 


"I didn't know you'd be disgusted by me, Gabriel said... Gabriel said that I should continue 
thanking angels this way. Do you- Do you want me somehow else, should I-" 


Aziraphale's blood had run cold. His hands were clenched to fists and his nails were digging into 
his palms painfully. 

Crowley's words repeated themselves over and over in his head, an endless litany of Gabriel said 
that I should continue thanking angels this way. Aziraphale wanted to throw up, or possibly smite 
something, but knew that he couldn't. Not right now, not with a terrified demon kneeling in front of 
him. Anger could come later. First, he had to fix this. 


Instead of excusing himself to the bathroom or flying to Heaven in order to give the angels up there 
a piece of his mind like he wanted to, he slowly, carefully lowered himself on the floor, and sat 
down with some distance to Crowley. 


The demon had gone rigid as soon as Aziraphale had started moving and was refusing to meet his 
eyes. He was trembling again. Aziraphale closed his eyes and hoped that neither his voice nor his 
aura betrayed the anger he felt since he did not want to upset the demon any further. He had to 
tread carefully, now. 


"Gabriel was wrong. I do not want that sort of thanks, nor do I want any other version of this. A 
simple "Thank you' is definitely enough, my dear." 

Aziraphale breathed out slowly. He felt the anger swell up in him again and tried his best to squash 
it. The last thing the traumatised demon needed right now was feeling his anger, for he would 
surely assume that it was meant for him. 


"I will not use you for any of that. Sex and such are not my field, and especially not if it is forced. 
Gabriel had no right to do that to you and he should be punished for his crime by Falling." 


At that, Crowley sucked in a sharp breath, though it was hard to say whether it was because of the 
mention of Gabriel's name or the mention of the Fall. 

Either way, his shoulders relaxed a little and he moved his head in a motion that could only be 
called a nod if one possessed a lot of imagination. 


Aziraphale sighed. He had no idea how to assure the demon that he was nothing like Gabriel and 
the others who had abused him, that he would not harm him. It would take some time for Crowley 
to learnt to trust him, he was aware of that. But he was slowly beginning to suspect that he had 
greatly underestimated the horrors Crowley had gone through, and that didn’t exactly spell good 
things for them. 


With another sigh, the angel rose, softly pulling Crowley with him. He kept close to the demon as 
he went back to the kitchen. He would make tea for the both of them the human way. Perhaps that 
it would soothe the frightened demon a little. There was nothing better than a comforting cup of tea 
to calm someone down, after all. 


It would definitely take a lot of time and effort to help the demon heal, thought Aziraphale as he 
saw Crowley standing timidly in his kitchen, eyes flitting over to Aziraphale every now and then. 
But then again, Aziraphale mused, he had never been one to back away from a challenge. 


Difficult Beginnings 


Chapter Notes 


Thank you so so much for your incredible support! I did not expect that much love for 
this story. 

This chapter has a bit of Crowley's POV mixed in. 

I do hope you enjoy it and thank all of you lovely people who commented on the last 
chapter, I can't believe that you liked it that much! I hope this one is satisfactory. :) 
Thank you!!! 


Warnings: Mention of past rape/non-con, slight victim-blaming and general abuse. 


Stay safe! 


Crowley was curled up in a bed. 


This was an unusual occurrence since normally, he didn't sleep, especially not in beds, wasn't 
allowed to sleep, would be punished if he slept. Or if he was in a bed, it would only be for fucking, 
and he wouldn’t be alone. Wouldn’t be comfortable and definitely not fully dressed as he was right 
now. 


But his new Mas- 

But Aziraphale had permitted him to rest without specifying for how long or what he expected 
from Crowley in return. Crowley had wished for a hint, had wished for a sign, anything that would 
tell him what would be expected of him when he left the bedroom, but it had been futile. 


Mas- Aziraphale had simply pet his head (and Crowley still didn't know why, was it supposed to 
be condescending?) and had told him that he wanted nothing of him. 


Ha. 


As if that ever were true. Crowley had learned that angels always wanted something from him, and 
most of the time they it was to see him hurt. Gabriel had wanted that, at least. 

But Gabriel was gone now, and Crowley was with someone else, someone new. Someone 
unpredictable. 


Someone who had been kind so far, had allowed him to eat (which had been wonderful even if he 
didn't need it) and had rejected his advances. 

But one day of mercy didn't mean anything, Crowley knew that. Just because Aziraphale seemed to 
be nice so far, it did not ensure that he wouldn't change the tomorrow. Or now, tonight. It didn't 
mean that Aziraphale wouldn't come into the bedroom right now, lay down beside Crowley and, 
and... 


Crowley dug his nails into his palms in an attempt to stop his thoughts. 
It was of no use, this way of thinking. What would come would come and he had neither the power 
nor the right to stop it. He had learned his lesson a long time ago. And since then, Gabriel had 


made sure in various ways that he would never forget it. 


Crowley curled in on himself and willed the thoughts to go away. 

He had this bed now, and whether it would be used for something else than sleeping or not was not 
his decision. He should just try and get some rest, as long as it was still possible. 

With that thought, Crowley closed his eyes and forced his breath to even out. 

And in the dark of this strange bedroom with an angel lurking just around the corner, Crowley 
regretted deeply that he did not have a God anymore who he could pray to. 


The tea Aziraphale had prepared four days ago, had slowly begun to go mouldy. 
It didn't matter. He could always prepare a fresh cup of tea for his new... demon. 
For Crowley. 


Crowley had been asleep for the entire four days and by now, Aziraphale was beginning to get 
worried. Demons, like angels, didn’t need sleep, but Crowley was probably exhausted enough that 
his body welcomed it. 

Aziraphale had thought that he would sleep for a day at most, but that had obviously been a 
miscalculation. He hadn’t heard anything from Crowley and was steadily growing more worried. 
What if the demon wasn't asleep at all but merely hiding from him, afraid of Aziraphale and his 
motives? What if he had run? 

Thoughts like this had been tormenting Aziraphale for the past few days and he could barely stand 
them anymore. For all patience was a virtue, he had always been spectacularly bad at it. 


Trying to calm himself, Aziraphale got up from the sofa and made his way to the kitchen to brew 
more tea. He would wake Crowley as soon as the tea was done. He couldn’t let him hide forever, 
and he wanted to try to get to know him better if the demon was going to live with him from now 
on. After all, what harm could that do? 


Apparently a lot. 


Crowley woke up to the sound of a door opening. He blinked once, twice, tried to get used to the 
sudden inpour of light coming in from the door that had opened on squeaking hinges. It too a 
moment for his sleep-addled brain to register what he was seeing, but when he did, he froze. 


His Master was standing in the doorway, shadowy figure against the light behind him. Crowley 
couldn’t see his face against the light, but he had no doubt that the angel had to be furious. How 
could he not? 

Crowley had slept, overslept in fact, without permission. He was supposed to prove himself useful 
and desirable, not lazy and spoiled. 


Crowley sucked in a shuddering breath that did little to clam his racing heart and stumbled out of 
bed as quickly as he could. He got tangled in the blanket and landed on the floor in a undignified 
heap, blanket still partially wrapped around him. 


He struggled to free himself as quickly as he could, not wanting to show further disrespect, and got 
to his knees in the proper position, head bent to stare at the floorboards beneath him. He clenched 
his hands behind his back as tightly as he could to stop them from trembling. 


Not all of them liked it when he showed fear. Some got off on it, yes, but he didn’t yet know if 
Aziraphale was one of those Masers, and he had already upset the angel enough. He didn’t need to 
risk adding this, too. 


Aziraphale didn’t move. There was no creaking of the floorboards, no angrily raised voice, 
nothing. Just him in the doorway, cutting through the patterns the light made on the floor. 


Crowley couldn’t stop his hands from shaking. Now, he’d get to know what Aziraphale was like 
when angry, how he would take that anger out on Crowley. He had to be punished, Crowley knew, 
for being so lazy, for assuming that it was his place to rest, for even thinking that he’d be allowed 
onto the bed. The bed. Oh, the bed. 


Had Crowley not learned to stay quiet until he was asked to speak, he would have let out an ugly 
laugh. 

How stupid had he been, thinking that the angel had sent him to the bedroom in order to sleep? Of 
course the bed would be used for fucking, for pain, for punishment. After all, why should Crowley 
ever be allowed onto a bed if not for the purpose of being used? 


Dread filled his stomach. His Master had probably sent him here in order to prepare sufficiently 
and he had misunderstood completely. He had yem>slept, for Someone's sake and he didn't even 
know how long! 

He didn't even want to know. 


And here he was, still tired but panicked, unpresentable and absolutely unprepared. His heart was 
racing and his hands were sweating and the angel was still just standing in the doorway, unmoving. 
Crowley could feel his eyes on him. 


He lowered his face to the floor, making himself appear smaller than he was. He hoped desperately 
that his Master would see it as the attempted (if pathetic) apology that it was. 

Aziraphale sucked in a harsh breath as he saw Crowley cowering on the floor. The demon still had 
his hands clasped behind his back and his knuckles were white from the force with which he tried 
to suppress the trembling. 


Aziraphale bent to put the tea on the floor very, very slowly. Obviously, Crowley was still afraid of 
him and feared that he'd be punished for something. What exactly was unfathomable for 
Aziraphale, but in the end, it didn't matter. What mattered was that he needed to reassure his 
demon immediately, if possible without scaring him even further. He took a hesitant step towards 
Crowley and the demon stiffened, his breath picking up in speed. 


"Uh," started Aziraphale unintelligently and made to sit down in a respectable distance from 
Crowley. "Are you okay? I'm not mad dear, if that's what's bothering you." 


The demon didn't reply, just lowered his head even further. Aziraphale felt helpless. What could he 
do beside try and reassure him? 


"Do you feel better? You slept for four days, so I hope that you feel at least somewhat relaxed. Not 
that sleeping that long was wrong or anything!", he added quickly when he heard Crowley emit a 
quiet whimper. 

"I'm quite glad, really, it means that you, well, that you might be more fit today, doesn't it? Not that 
you have to be fit for anything, and I'd be just as happy to let you sleep for longer if you want to. 
But uh, I brought you tea. Do you want it?" 


He pushed the cup a little closer to Crowley, who had lifted his head ever so slightly. Aziraphale 
smiled encouragingly at the demon, hoping that he'd sit up normally. 


And indeed - Crowley slowly pushed himself off of the floor until he finally sat cross-legged, 
facing Aziraphale. Not that he looked up at him, no, but seeing him sit was enough for now. 


Aziraphale attempted a smile and pointed at the tea. 
"Here. You can drink it if you want to. It's black tea with milk, I hope you'll like it." 


Crowley nodded mutely and took the cup. He drank hastily, refusing to look up at Aziraphale. As 
soon as he had finished it, he set the cup down and bowed his head. His voice was almost 
inaudible as he spoke. 


"Thank you, Ma- Sorry, I-", he took a quick breath before he started again: "Thank you. That was 
very kind of you." 


He stopped again, his fingers picking at the soft carpet. Aziraphale waited patiently. Finally, after a 
minute had passed in silence, Crowley gave a jerky nod to the bed behind him. The demon could 
feel his finger starting to tremble again. 


"Should I, how would you like me to thank you? I have not prepared myself, but I could..." 


Crowley faltered as he felt Aziraphale's previously patient aura shift to one of dismay and disgust. 
This reaction was not what he had expected. He had expected the angel to be eager to take him, 
probably brutally, as punishment for sleeping. 


But then again... Hadn't the angel said just the other day that he didn't want Crowley that way? Oh 
no. Dread settled in Crowley's stomach, and he swallowed heavily. He had gone and offered! He 
had offered something which he had no right to because his Master could take it whenever he 
wanted. But even worse than that, he had offered when Master had explicitly told him that he didn't 
want him that way. 


He would be punished for this, doubtlessly. He tightened the grip on his own hands, but it was to 
no use - the terror of the impending punishment made him shake all over. The worst part was that 
he didn't have the first idea how exactly he would be reminded of his place. 


Gabriel had been very... creative in this regard. Crowley could not recount just how many different 
methods of punishment the archangel had used during the years he'd been Crowley's Master. But 
he did remember that using Grace had been one if the archangels’ favourites, next to inviting 
friends over to take turns or him simply using Crowley himself, brutally. 


Crowley had despised and feared each and every method, but Gabriel’s Grace had been one of the 
cruellest punishments. Not only did it hurt and burn so much that he could do nothing but scream 
and twist uselessly, wishing for anything to end his agony, no, it also was a terrible reminder of 
what he'd once been, before the Fall. And a reminder that angels held so much power over him 
now, power he himself had had once had, power that was now used against him. Power that his 
new Master held as well. 


Actually, Mas- Aziraphale using his Grace was not at all a far-fetched idea. Crowley knew for a 
fact that the angel possessed it and Crowley assumed that he also knew how to use it for 
punishment. And even if he didn't, well, it wasn't that hard to figure out. And using more severe 
methods of punishment early on could potentially stop Crowley from acting up again, he reasoned. 


He clenched his teeth and willed the tears which were threatening to spill away. Worrying about it 
was useless - he'd have to take whatever Aziraphale had to give, there was no way out. Not for 
him. 


Aziraphale had listened to Crowley's offer with terror and growing anger directed at Gabriel. What 


had that bastard done to poor Crowley? 


Aziraphale's hands tightened their grip on the carpet subconsciously, much like Crowley had done 
minutes ago. He’d never thought that Heaven, the embodiment of all that was good would do this 
to anyone, regardless of whether they were a demon or not. Aziraphale had never been one for 
anger, but now he gelt powerless to stop it cursing through him. 


In front of him, Crowley whimpered. The sound snapped Aziraphale out of his sudden fury. 
Crowley was shaking all over, had made himself even smaller in the face of Aziraphale’s anger. 
Aziraphale cursed himself. What had he been thinking, letting his anger seep into his aura like 
that? Crowley must have felt it and assumed that it was for him. The poor boy must be out of his 
mind with terror. 


Aziraphale ran a hand through his hair. Apparently, he would have to be more careful than 
previously assumed. He tried softening his voice as much as he could, tried to coax Crowley out of 
his frightened state. 


"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have scared you. Please be assured that I'm not angry at you, not at all. You 
did nothing wrong. In fact, I'm very pleased that you slept, and I do not need to be thanked for that. 
I would not, I will not sleep with you. Take you. Whatever you want to call it, I won't do it. It 
would be disgusting and wrong, and I would never hurt anyone in that way. Alright?" 


Aziraphale looked down at the demon. Crowley did not, as he had hoped, look more relaxed after 
the angel's words. Instead, he appeared to not even have heard them properly, if the way his 
shoulders were still shaking was any indicator. 


Aziraphale raised his hand to touch the demon’s shoulder but hesitated halfway. It probably wasn't 
a good idea to touch him in this state. Instead, he spoke with some more force to his tone, hoping 
the demon would react. 


"Crowley, look at me." 


It worked. The demon looked up sharply, zeroing in on Aziraphale. His eyes cleared a bit from the 
terror, and he nodded almost imperceptibly. Aziraphale offered him his best smile. 


"I promise, I'm not mad. I will not hurt, punish, or rape you. I swear it on my Grace. I will not harm 
you in any way; you're absolutely safe with me. Do you understand?" 


Crowley, who had relaxed slightly at first and then a bit more at the mention of Aziraphale's vow, 
nodded once. Aziraphale suppressed another sigh. This was probably as good as it would get for 
now. It wouldn’t be fair of him, expecting Crowley to trust him right away. Not knowing how else 
he could help, Aziraphale nodded to himself and stood up, asking Crowley to do the same. They 
needed to leave the bedroom — obviously it held to many expectations and terrified Crowley. To 
the living room, then, to the sofa, which would probably be safer than the bed. It was time for 
another cup of tea. 


Crowley’s head was swimming. He allowed himself to close his eyes briefly and bowed his head, 
taking a few calming breaths. Aziraphale was in the kitchen, preparing another cup of tea, so 
Crowley could show a moment of weakness. 


He breathed in slowly, deeply, tried to force himself to relax. None of this made any sense. Not a 
single one of the things Master had said made any sense at all. It all just had sounded like a dream, 
wishful thinking. Never to be punished, never to be taken? He knew that it couldn't be true, was too 


good to be true. He knew that no matter what the angel promised him now, it was too good to be 
true. 


There was no mercy in this world, at least not for Crowley. 
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Over the years with Michael, Gabriel, Beelzebub and the rest Crowley had learnt that it could 
always be worse than what he was suffering through at any given moment. 
He had learnt to be careful, to trust nobody, no matter what they might promise. 


He had thought he had suffered through enough that he had learnt his lesson — no one is you friend. 
Everybody wants to hurt you. He had thought he had killed all of his useless, foolish hope. 


But Aziraphale, who was so different 0 his other Master, who had so far been nothing but kind as 
respectful, was slowly making him question his own strength and resolve. He didn’t know what 
Aziraphale wanted from him, couldn’t make sense of this Master’s strange behaviour, and it was 
driving him mad. 


By now, he had hesitantly accepted that Aziraphale was not like his previous Masters had been and 
most certainly not like Gabriel. That was good. Should have been good. 

But Aziraphale was still and angel. And Crowley had suffered under enough of those that despite 
all his kindness, he did not trust Aziraphale one bit. 


The angel was his Master, and Masters never were merciful. They held power over him and 
revelled in it, used it for harm and not good like they were so fond of telling the world. Crowley 
had seen, felt first-hand what an angel could do and some of their horrors were worse than Hell’s. 


Crowley was a piece of property. He had that lesson beat into him until he was black and blue, had 
been made to croak out the words even when spitting blood and crying helplessly. He belonged to 
people. They could do with his as he wished. He had no right to beg, complain or be free, no matter 
what lies Aziraphale was feeding him. 


And Aziraphale had to know that, too. After all, Crowley had seen him accept the contract from 
Gabriel, this one sheet of paper that terrified Crowley more than any torture device ever would. 


It had been made early into Crowley’s enslavement, after the first 50 years or so. Beelzebub had 
designed it when they had passed him over to Michael, and it was the source of all of Crowley’s 
misery. The thing that had kept him enslaved all those years. 


The contact stated clearly that Crowley was his current Master’s property, was theirs to use as he 
pleased. Everything that could and couldn’t be done to him was clearly stated in it. So, should 
Aziraphale decide to finally hurt Crowley, all he had to do was take one look at it and he’d see how 
far he could go. He would get some ideas how to torture him, too. 

And that was something Crowley absolutely had to avoid. 


He didn’t want this period of kindness and leniency to end, though he knew it had to. But damn it, 
he could at least lessen his incoming punishment. There was no need for Aziraphale to get creative, 
no need for him to use one of the many horrors the contact would provide him with. 


Crowley had to keep him from remembering the contract which Aziraphale had discarded 
somewhere in the flat and presumably forgotten. He could deal with punishment, he could. But 
there was no need for it to be as brutal as the ones that sheet of paper proposed. No need to make 
Aziraphale aware of the full extent of his power over Crowley. 


He'd do his best to ensure that his Master would never remember the contract again. As far as he 
knew, the angel had not read it thoroughly enough to grasp all the possibilities it provided, did not 
know what exactly he could do to Crowley. 


And as long as he didn't check, Crowley was safe from some more brutal punishments. The ones 
that should be illegal, but weren't, not in his situation. Gabriel had taken great pleasure in carrying 
out exactly those punishments, the cruellest, most forbidden ones. 


Aziraphale didn’t yet know that there were barely any limits to his power over Crowley, 
and Crowley was not about to give him a reason to check just how creative he was allowed to be 
when it came to punishments. 


He would ensure it wouldn't even come to a point at which Aziraphale had to think about severe 
reprimands. H would do his best to be attentive to his Master's every need, would act before it was 
asked of him, would be the best, most submissive demon Mas- Aziraphale could ever have wished 
for. 


He would do everything necessary to make sure that Aziraphale never, never looked at that 
damned contract again. 


Aziraphale was starting to become a bit worried about Crowley. The demon had barely spoken in 
the last week, had always kept his head tilted downwards and hadn't looked him in the eyes one 
single time. 


How exactly he had managed to do that was unfathomable for the angel. He had tried to ease the 
obviously worried demon by talking about trivial things, had given him as much food as he thought 
he needed (since Crowley never told him how much he wanted), had explicitly told him to sleep 
for as long as he wanted and had offered him to read any book in his store he desired. 


Nothing had worked. 


Crowley had responded to all of it with an unnecessary amount of "Thank you’’s but had not 
stopped behaving queerly. Slowly, he was running out of ideas. His previous assumptions that a 
few days of peace and safety would get Crowley to open up had obviously been wrong. 


By now, Crowley’s behaviour was making him deeply uncomfortable. He felt as if the other was 
trying to fulfil his every wish, and this sort of subservience made Aziraphale feel uneasy. 

He needed to talk to Crowley before it could become even worse than it already was. 

He only had to make sure to do so in a way that did not alarm him. 


The opportunity presented itself after dinner, towards the end of Crowley’s second week with 
Aziraphale. Crowley had seemed tense all throughout dinner and had insisted on cleaning the 
plates by hand. Aziraphale had let him, but his unease had grown with every one of Crowley’s 


hasty quick motions. 


He had to do something. He had already formulated a plan, and now it was time to put it not action 
lest the poor demon worked himself to death. So he had led Crowley to the living room which was 
considerably more comfortable than the kitchen and had asked him to sit down. It had obviously 
unsettled Crowley, who was sitting on the floor cross-legged, but there was nothing Aziraphale 
could do about that now. Nothing but get it over with, at least. He hoped that Crowley would at 
least be open to trying out his idea. 


"I have noticed that you've been a bit tense, the past few days and I'm afraid that I have not done as 
a good job at turning this into your home as I should have. So I thought that we could try 
something new, alright dear?" 


Aziraphale thought that he saw Crowley blanch at that. But Crowley nodded, his eyes meeting 
Aziraphale’s for a fleeting moment, face stoic. A trick of the light, then. Aziraphale cleared his 
throat, feeling a little awkward. 


"Alright. Don’t expect too much, it is just a suggestion, but I think it might help. So, I want you to 
tell me something you want or like every day. It could be anything - a smell, a taste, a book, 
anything. You just have to tell me one thing you like, so that I can get a feeling for it and you can 
explore a little. Is that okay for you?" 


He watched Crowley eagerly, waiting for a sign of approval. Aziraphale quite liked his new plan. 
It would allow Crowley to communicate his feelings without having to feel as if he were being 
pressured to reveal too much. And additionally, Aziraphale would get a better feeling of what the 
demon did and didn't like and would be able to avoid certain triggering actions in the future. 


Crowley, who had still not looked up at Aziraphale, nodded slightly to indicate his approval and 
the angel could barely contain his smile. 


"Perfect! Thank you, my dear. Is there anything you want me to do in return?" 


Crowley responded with a quick shake of his head and Aziraphale nodded, already having 
expected that. Still, despite Crowley’s silence he was quite happy with himself. This new idea 
would certainly help them make progress a lot faster than they had been up until now. 

It was a good idea, truly, it was. 


Crowley did not sleep that night. 


Instead, he lay curled up under the bed, suppressing his tears and hoping that his distressed aura 
would not wake the angel. He did not understand why Aziraphale had proposed this weird... game 
of his. 


Oh, Crowley was by no means a stranger to mind games, seeing as Gabriel had loved them dearly, 
but Aziraphale also liking them had come as a surprise. He could not figure out this strange angel, 
and it worried him. 


He had been good, hadn't he? He hadn't overstepped his boundaries, had tried his best to fulfil his 
Master's wishes and had been as useful and quiet as he could. But he must have gotten it wrong 
somewhere. Otherwise, Aziraphale would not have invented that game of his. 


To Crowley, it was clear why the angel had asked him to reveal what he liked: So he could take it 
away. It was clever, really. If Aziraphale really was not inclined towards physical punishment (and 


so far that assumption seemed to be correct), it only made sense that he punished Crowley in 
another way. And forcing him to reveal what he liked about his life here would make it easier to 
take just those things away for when he wanted to punish Crowley. 


Crowley nearly admired the plan. His new Master was obviously quite clever. But Crowley would 
be even cleverer - he'd keep his answers as noncommittal as he could. That way, it would not hurt 
as much when Aziraphale decided to take those things from him. 


Crowley had been careful about expressing his likes and wishes. Aziraphale had made a regular 
thing out of it over the past weeks or so. They sat down in the living room every single evening, 
now, for a chat and a cup of tea, which the angel was irregularly fond of, Crowley had discovered. 


They talked — or rather Aziraphale talked and Crowley nodded along — and inevitably after about 
twenty minutes of one-sided chatter, Aziraphale would clear his throat and ask Crowley about one 
thing he liked. 


He would do it with a smile, too, and Crowley would have no choice but to answer. 


The first evening it had been the taste of strawberries, then the scent of candles, then the taste of 
black tea with milk. The music Aziraphale sometimes put on, the soft pants he had given to 
Crowley. Inconsequential things. Things he liked, yes, but ones that he could do with if they were 
to be taken away from him. 


Aziraphale only nodded whenever Crowley confessed, smiling encouragingly. And opposite to 
what Crowley had expected, eh did not take those things away from him, rather the opposite. He 
gave Crowley more of those. 


The morning after Crowley had admitted to liking strawberries, Aziraphale had greeted him with a 
bowl of them for breakfast. He had taken to more often playing the music Crowley liked, and 
always made black tea with milk in the evening, now. 


It should have been a harmless thing, but Crowley couldn’t help but tense whenever Aziraphale did 
any of those things for him. He couldn’t make sense of it. Was the angel teasing him? Playing with 
him? 


It was unlike any other mind game Crowley had ever been subject to, and this unpredictability 
terrified him. He had come up with a plan. It wasn’t his bets one, but Crowley was beginning to get 
desperate. He would ask to be punished. 


Maybe Aziraphale liked it. Maybe he wanted to see Crowley humiliate himself. Perhaps he would 
like it, Crowley begging him for punishment, maybe this was what he had been waiting for. 


Crowley didn’t want to. He hated pain, but hated humiliation more, and the thought of disturbing 
what little peace he had in his new Master’s bookshop so far was not at all appealing. But it was 
better the took initiative now, because afterwards, he would at least have a rough idea of what 
Aziraphale’s punishments would be like. 


The thought of it almost calmed Crowley. One day or two of pain and humiliation, and then he 
would know who he was truly dealing with. He had suffered worse things before. This was almost 
going to be easy in comparison. 


Yes, Crowley thought to himself, it was a good plan. He would put it into action tomorrow, allow 
himself one more day of peace. Now, it was time to go downstairs, greet Aziraphale and eat 


breakfast with him. Pretend everything was normal for one more day and tomorrow, he would have 
closure, hopefully. 


It was a good plan. It gave him safety, gave him certainty. He would figure out Aziraphale soon 
enough. 


But of course, just as Crowley thought that his situation might actually be improving, everything 
had to come crashing down around him. 


Aziraphale had not slept, slowly getting back to his old rhythm. The first two weeks of Crowley 
staying with him he had always gone to bed with the demon because it felt weird being awake 
while Crowley slept. But yesterday, a new edition of Pride and Prejudice had arrived, and 
Aziraphale hadn’t been able to contain his excitement, reading it until the sun had come up. Cheesy 
romance novels, especially the old ones, were a bit of a weakness of his. He knew Pride and 
Prejudice well, of course, but he couldn’t help buying the newer editions. The forewords were 
almost always a treat. 


Crowley hadn’t yet joined him in the living room, but Aziraphale could hear him walking around 
in his bedroom upstairs. He would be here, soon, then, and they would have themselves a nice little 
breakfast. Who knew, maybe Aziraphale would introduce Crowley to a few more books, today, or- 


The loud ringing of the shop’s bell downstairs made Aziraphale flinch, abruptly interrupting his 
wandering thoughts. With a sigh he pushed himself out of his comfortable arm hair, straightened 
his bowtie and began the walk downstairs. 


A customer. Hallelujah. 


Upstairs, Crowley dropped to his knees, terrified. 
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It had been the bell. 
It had been a long since Crowley had last heard the sound of one but as soon as he had, memories 
had come rushing back to him, leaving him immobilised and gasping for air on his bedroom floor. 


He was kneeling on the cold, hard floor, hands bound and trembling behind his back. His mouth 
was full of blood, and he was stammering out apologies, as best as he could with his collar so tight 
around his neck that he could barely breathe. The collar’s small golden bell jingled with every 
pained breath he took, and it was too tight, too tight, he could barely breathe- 


He was on all fours, his head bowed. In this position, he could just see his Master's shoes in front 
of him. Crowley had been ordered not to move, but that had been long ago and slowly, his arms 
had begun to shake. He grit his teeth, squeezed his eyes shut because he couldn't cry, he shouldn't, 
but his arms simply couldn't stop trembling. Pain was shooting through his bound arms with every 
little movement, and he had to bite his tongue not to emit a whimper, too. 


It all stopped when he heard it. The bell rung above him, its sound bright and loud, cutting through 
the haze of pain, and Crowley froze. He whimpered even though that was not allowed either, but by 
now it didn't matter, it didn't matter because it was too late. 


He had heard the bell and the bell meant punishment. It meant even more pain, more humiliation. 
Through his watery eyes he could just make out his Master's shoes, coming closer to him, though 
he barely heard his steps over the terribly loud, chiming bell. Crowley felt his tears run down his 


face and heard his panicked sobs, but even that could not overpower the horrendous sound of the 
bell still jingling merrily. 


Everything hurt. There were hands all over him, too-white wings brushing him and the floor all 
around him, fingers pulling, grabbing, clawing, taking and taking and taking. 


An angels' hand grabbed his hair and pulled his head back, forcing him to look up, and now he 
was staring directly at Gabriel, who was standing over him, smiling, and still immaculately 
dressed, a stark contrast to Crowley himself who was naked and bloody on the floor, and angel 
buried inside him. And in Gabriel's, in his Master's, hand was the small, golden bell, jingling 
merrily. 


Crowley gasped for breath, shuddering. His leg was hurting, a thin line of pain. Oh. He had dug his 
nails into his leg, leaving imprints on the fabric of his pants. He stared down at his hand, nails 
buried in his jeans. Crowley removed them slowly, carefully, bowed his head and took one long, 
shuddering breath. 

The bell. The damned bell. 


Downstairs, he could hear Master- Aziraphale, it was Aziraphale, the angel wanted to be called 
Aziraphale- talk to someone, another man. Crowley felt his stomach clench. He couldn’t place the 
voice, didn’t know who it belonged to and what that person might do to him. His head was 
swimming with all the memories that had come back so suddenly, and he was shaking. 


Had Aziraphale invited someone over to punish him? Was that why he had rung the bell? Maybe 
his Mast- Maybe Aziraphale had invited a friends over to hurt Crowley, maybe he liked watching 
but not actively taking, maybe he enjoyed seeing Crowley at another's mercy- 


Maybe the past few days had all been a ruse to trick Crowley into thinking he was safe only to 
remind him of his place later on. It made sense, thought Crowley, that Aziraphale had wanted to 
lull him into a false sense of security because he had bigger plans for him later on. Bigger plans 
that apparently involved another person. 


Crowley wanted to scream. Gabriel had been fond of inviting other angels to come and hurt him, 
use him, and it had always been so much worse than just with the archangel alone. Crowley could 
still remember a multitude of hands on his body, everywhere, grabbing, pulling, scratching- 


The memories, the blinding panic, it was all too much. Crowley bent forward and threw up. 
He sobbed, panicked, because he had just thrown up in his Master's bedroom and if Aziraphale had 
not planned on hurting him himself, well, now he certainly would. This was unforgiveable. 


Crowley dug his nails in his leg again and tried wetting his lips with his tongue, which had become 
sharp and forked in his panic. 


Oh no, no, no. Gabriel had always been so disgusted whenever Crowley's more snake-like features 
had appeared, and the demon couldn't imagine Aziraphale behaving any differently. 


He wanted to scream and cry all at once. If there had been any way to worsen his situation, well, he 
had just found it. 


Meanwhile, Aziraphale had tried futilely to shoo the surprisingly annoying customer away. 
As the bell had chimed, the angel had tried his best to look as grumpy as possible in order to make 
his customer feel about as unwelcome as she was. 


But the elderly lady insisted on buying a book and had started to browse through his collection. If 
he hadn't been an angel, Aziraphale would have said something very rude to her the moment she 
had started touching his first editions. As it was, he was merely glaring daggers at her. 


Aziraphale was worried about Crowley. The poor demon must surely be confused, if not even 
frightened by the sudden appearance of another person in the shop. He would have to check on him 
as soon as this extraordinarily annoying woman- 


A book landed on the counter with a loud bang. The lady looked about as irritated as Aziraphale 
felt, and even though the angel would normally raise Heaven and Hell before he'd ever sell a book, 
today was a bit different. 


He shoved it in a bag, handed it to the woman, stuffed the money she gave him in return 
into his pockets and turned around to go upstairs. 


He heard the shop door slam shut loudly as he hurried upstairs but couldn't bother feeling bad 
about having offended the lady. His every thought was with Crowley, whose aura he could slowly 
begin to feel now that he was coming closer to him. 


The sheer amount of panic that hit him nearly caused Aziraphale to stumble. He wasn't used to 
being confronted with such a number of negative feelings. It seemed as if Crowley was practically 
drowning in his fear. 


Aziraphale burst through the door which had been, in hindsight, not his most intelligent idea. But 
at that moment he was barely able to think straight with the demon's panic coating him like a 
cloak, fogging his thoughts. 


The sight that greeted him was terrible. 


Crowley was kneeling on the floor next to his own sick and he was shaking worse than he ever had 
before. His eyes were squeezed shut and his nails had dug in his own hands, leaving bloody 
imprints behind. On his trousers there were scratch marks as well, although it seemed the demon 
had not managed to tear the fabric. Small mercies, at least. 


Crowley didn't seem to have noticed Aziraphale’s appearance. He was whimpering quietly, tears 
running down his face and mouth shaping silent words. 
Aziraphale took one single, hesitant step towards the demon. 


He had no idea what exactly had caused Crowley such distress, but right now, it didn't matter. 
What mattered was that he had to help Crowley ease his panic. 


He touched the demon's shoulder gently but got no reaction. Crowley didn't even seem to realise 
that Aziraphale was in the same room as him. Aziraphale bit his lip, beyond concerned. 


He had to calm him down somehow, and leaving him here, next to his vomit, seemed like a bad 
idea. Nothing for it, then. With a small sigh and a silent prayer, Aziraphale picked up the demon 
and slowly carried him into the living room. 


He gently put the demon down on the sofa and miracled the sick upstairs away with a thought. 
Then, he kneeled down next to the demon, who had not reacted to any of it. 
Aziraphale bit his lip. This was unlike anything else he had ever seen, in humans as well as angels, 


and he did not know what the best course of action would be. 


For now, he tried calming his own racing heart down and healed Crowley's hands with a little bit of 
Grace. The demon had stopped whimpering but was still tense and breathing erratically, his fingers 
clenching around nothing. 


Aziraphale made a cool, wet cloth appear which he laid on Crowley's forehead. He had read 
somewhere that this would help in states of panics such as this, and perhaps what applied to 
humans also applied to demons. It was worth a shot. 


Crowley woke up to an angel's face looming over him. He drew in a sharp breath, feeling the 
phantom pain of a collar he no longer wore on his throat. The scene playing out before his eyes — 
the angel bent over his lying form — he had seen it before... 


"T remember you." 


As soon as the words had left his mouth, Crowley flinched and felt his heart picking up in speed 
again. He had spoken out of turn, hadn't been given permission to, had not addressed Master 
correctly, and he knew what the punishment for that was. 

Crowley cringed for a well-deserved slap, but it never came. Instead, he felt the angel stroke his 
hair softly. 


"We're alone, you don't have to be afraid. But tell me please, what do you remember, Crowley?" 


Crowley closed his eyes. Partially because he could concentrate better that way and partially 
because he could pretend that someone else than his Master was stroking his hair. Someone kind. 


He didn't want to answer the question, but he had to because it had been an order, no matter how 
nicely phrased. 


He swallowed before speaking, still feeling sick but with slowly easing panic as the petting of his 
head continued without Aziraphale's hand ever grabbing his hair and hurting him or forcing his 
face in his lap. 


"I remember the Garden, Master. I, I don't think you remember me, how could you, I am just a 
demon, after all. But we met once, in the Garden. I was free back then and I-" 


Crowley had begun shaking again. His voice, which had been steady if quiet up until now, had 
started trembling as he recounted the events. That had been how this terrible life of his had started, 
after all. 


Everything had begun in Eden. 


Crowley was laying on a particular soft patch of moss, relaxing. He had done nothing all day but 
felt somehow still exhausted. For the moment, he was enjoying the sunlight on his body, warming 
him. He was debating whether or not he should turn into his snake-form to curl up and sleep, when 
a shadow fell upon him. 


He lazily opened one eye and blinked at the being standing before him. An angel. Huh. 


"Hello," said the angel, "I'm afraid I'm rather lost. Would you be so kind as to help me find my 


way back to the Tree?" 
Crowley raised an eyebrow. 


"The tree? You're gonna have to be a bit more specific than that, angel, ‘cause there are a whole 
lot of trees around here." 


He grinned as the angel blushed. Yawning, Crowley pushed himself off the ground slowly. 


"The apple tree. Big, apple-y, should be in the middle of the Garden and easy to find, but my sense 
of direction has never been the best." 


Crowley laughed at that. The angel looked mildly affronted but thankfully not overly self-righteous 
like some of them always did 


"Of course. What kind of demon would I be anyways if I didn't help an angel in need?" 


The angel's brow furrowed but before he could say anything, Crowley spun and began marching 
towards the tree, the angel following him. 


"I got... reprimanded, afterwards, by the other demons. They, they didn't like that I helped an 
angel, Master, and told me if I ever did something as kind as that again, I'd be punished without 
hesitation." 


Crowley shuddered and Aziraphale's hand tightened around his the slightest bit. The demon 
swallowed back the discomfort, stopped the pleas and apologies that were on the tip of his tongue 
from spilling and continued talking. His story wasn't over yet, and he wasn't stupid enough not to 
know what would happen if he withheld something from a Master. 


He knew that what was to come would surely not please Master and that punishment was 
inevitable. But still, it was better to tell the whole story than keep quiet about parts of it. If he did 
that, he would surely be hurt in ways he couldn't even begin to imagine. 

Crowley knew what happened when he tried lying, tricking, or cheating his Masters. He had the 
scars to prove it. 


And no matter how kind Aziraphale had been up until now, Crowley already knew that he was 
about to be punished as soon as he stopped recounting the events in Eden. After all, there was no 
way Master wouldn't reprimand him for throwing up on his floor, for not even cleaning his 
bedroom afterwards. As soon as Aziraphale's curiosity was sated, punishment would have to begin. 


The demon shuddered and felt Aziraphale's hand stroke his hair quicker in response. Crowley 
wanted to cry because this unexpected comfort, this kindness would not last much longer. But he 
had to push through. He had no choice but continue. 


"For a few years I kept quiet, I did what I was asked to do. But then, when... When Adam and Eve 
left the Garden, I misbehaved. I broke the rules.” 


Crowley took a deep breath, collecting himself. 


"I helped them, Adam and Eve. Gave them tips on how to survive outside of Eden. I, I felt that I 
had to, and I know that it was not my place, it was wrong, but I did it anyways. I helped them even 
though it was my fault that they had been cast out. 

But then the other demons found out and punished me for it. Demons aren't very forgiving after all, 


and they told me that if I wanted to be that good, I could just as well join the angels, Master. And 
of course I couldn't, it wasn't right, and when they sent me to Michael, she punished me for ever 
having the audacity of thinking that I was even worth being in the same room as an angel. And 
then... Then I was sent to Master Gabriel." 


Crowley's voice had gone quiet at the last few words, and he didn't dare to look up. 

Master knew what came next, after all. Crowley only hoped that he'd not force him to tell him what 
he'd gone through during his time with Gabriel. He didn't think he could remember that again 
without panicking. 


Aziraphale stopped stroking his hair and Crowley tensed. He had finished his story, he had told 
Master everything and now, there was no reason to delay his punishment any longer. 

Crowley dreaded what Aziraphale had come up with. He didn't know what his Master liked, only 
that he did not enjoy sexual encounters, but that didn't mean that he would not like to hurt or 
humiliate Crowley in other ways. And, as Crowley had learnt, non-sexual punishments could often 
be even more brutal than sexual ones. 


His thoughts were interrupted by Master's words. Aziraphale’s voice was quiet, thoughtful. 


"Thank you for telling me, dear. That was very brave of you. But I find myself wondering about 
your name — weren’t you called Crawly back in Eden?" 


Crowley flinched at that. 


"I'm sorry, Master! I didn't think of that, I swear I didn't lie to you, I would never lie to you, I 
merely forgot about that, please forgive me, I-" 


"Shh, dear, I'm not mad; I promise I'm not mad at you. Iam simply a little confused, but if you'd 
rather not tell me about it..." 


Crowley shook his head frantically. He had been given a second chance at explaining himself and 
he'd be damned if he didn't take it. He started talking again, quickly and stumbling over his words, 
but it was better than keeping quiet and letting his Master think that he'd withheld that piece of 
information on purpose. 


"You're right, Master, my name used to be different. But I was allowed to change it a while ago. 
Gabriel, my previous Master he was kind enough to grant me one wish. And I, I wished for my 
name to be changed, Master." 


Crowley remembered that moment with mixed feelings, torn between dread and thankfulness. It 
had been kind of Gabriel to give him this. Even if what he had experienced in return had been 
terrible. 


"One wish," said Gabriel, smiling benevolently at Crawly who was kneeling at his feet, beaten 
black and blue. "I grant you one wish Crawly, for you were so good for my friends and me tonight. 
So, what do you want?" 


He kicked Crawly in the ribs when the demon did not answer immediately. Crawly licked his dry 
lips and whispered, hands trembling and already bracing for the next blow that was surely about 
to come.< 


"Crowley, Master. Please call me Crowley." 


Gabriel laughed at that and bent, stroking Crowley's hair before pulling at it harshly, forcing him 
to look up. 


"As you wish, Crowley. And now up. I want you in the bedroom." 


Crowley stopped speaking when he felt Aziraphale's hands tighten their grip in his hair. His heart 
stopped. 


That was it. The period of safety in which he had been allowed to talk freely, in which he had been 
able to delay his punishment a little while longer, had now ended. Crowley willed his tears away. 


He knew that he deserved this. Nevertheless, he couldn't bring himself to accept his punishment 
dutifully. Every fibre in his being screamed at him to run and hide, to try and escape from his 
Master, but Crowley knee that that would be almost equal to a death-wish. He had no right to wish 
for a punishment to stop, Gabriel had reminded him of that every day. He simply had to take what 
was been given and, if his Master wanted it, thank him for hurting Crowley. 


Then, Aziraphale began speaking and Crowley was surprised not to find any hint of anger in his 
voice. However, he knew that that didn't lean much — some of his worst punishments had been 
when Gabriel had seemed utterly calm. 


"Thank you for telling me, Crowley dear. I just have one last question, but please don't feel 
pressured to answer me. I merely want to know what exactly caused you to I have such a... strong 
reaction earlier today, so that I can avoid that in the future." 


Aziraphale felt faintly sick. He had listened to Crowley's explanation with growing horror, and the 
tale of how he'd ended up as a slave, had revolted Aziraphale. 

Being punished for being too kind, being hurt for that kindness by angels of all people, was a 
sickening thought. No one deserved Crowley's fate but the thought that the demon had had to 
endure all this because of an act of kindness... Well, it made Aziraphale a little sick. He was still 
stroking Crowley's hair gently when the demon answered his question, voice quiet. 


"It was the bell, Master. It reminded me of a... of a collar with a bell I had to wear when I was with 
Gabriel." 


Aziraphale sucked in a sharp breath. A collar? Crowley had been forced to wear a collar against his 
will, like a dog? Somehow, even though this was hardly the worst thing Aziraphale had learnt 
about the demons' past, this fact horrified him. 


"I promise you Crowley that you will never have to wear such a collar again. I would never force 
you to do that. And I will promptly remove the bell from the shop door if that helps you." 


Crowley's sudden rush of fear at those words surprised Aziraphale. What had he said to warrant 
such a reaction? 

Hastily, he began stroking the demon's hair again, hoping to calm him down. He felt helpless. 
Somehow, he always managed to say the exact wrong thing to the demon. The demon, who looked 
currently close to tears in his lap. 


Crowley had miraculously begun to calm down a little right up until Aziraphale had said his last 


sentence. He knew that the angel would carry out what he'd promised, he knew that he'd remove 
the bell, but that was something Crowley could not, under any circumstances, let happen. 


If Master did indeed remove the bell, Crowley would owe him for that act of kindness, just like 
he'd owed Gabriel for calling him Crowley instead of Crawley. 
Crowley suppressed a shiver. 


The reasons for which he'd be hurt were piling up, becoming more and more until they'd all come 
crashing down, crushing him. Crowley had feared punishment for one thing; now he'd be hurt for 
many. Just as he felt his breathing pick up in speed again, Aziraphale spoke up again. 


"Or I could... not do that? I do not want to make you feel uncomfortable, but I do think that it might 
help you." 


It was no use, fighting against a Master’s wish. Crowley nodded. He saw Aziraphale's brow furrow 
as the angel apparently had an idea. One he seemingly didn't like much. 


"But of course," continued Aziraphale, now speaking quicker than before, "I do not expect 
anything from you in return. Believe me Crowley, you would not owe me for that. Do you 
understand?" 


What else could Crowley do but nod at that? It was a lie, of course, but if Master was kind enough 
to let Crowley off the hook for at least a while, he would take the fake peace, savour it. If 
Aziraphale was offering, pretending he would ask for nothing in exchange, Crowley would play 
along. 


“Yes, Master,” Crowley said, voice as steady as he could get it. “Thank you, Master.” 


Perhaps there was hope for him yet. Perhaps, if he played along, this would not end in disaster. 
Above him, Aziraphale smiled. 


Punishments 
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It was time for Crowley to put his plan into motion. Aziraphale had not lain a finger on him after 
the bell incident, had done nothing but comfort him. Crowley was grateful, truly, but he knew that 
an incident such as this could not go unpunished. If the angel wouldn’t take action, he would have 
to. Better to intervene now, show himself willing, than to rack up punishment with every 
transgression, until he had accumulated enough that Aziraphale could unleash Hell onto him if he 
wanted to. 


He would go and beg, and maybe that would finally help. He would stick to his plan. 


Crowley had been lingering inside his bedroom for a good ten minutes now. He should go to 
Aziraphale and ask him, start with his plan, but he couldn’t bring himself to. He didn’t want to do 
it, and he had always hated begging. 


Pain, he could take. His body had been trained for it, after all. But humiliation? Self-inflicted one at 
that? That was much harder. No matter how many lessons, how many greedy eyes had trailed over 
him in his worst moments, he had never gotten sued to it. He hated it. But there was no way around 
it, now. Perhaps seeing Crowley uncomfortable and afraid would appease Aziraphale. Settle 
Crowley’s debt. 


Heart heavy and palms sweaty, Crowley made his way to Aziraphale’s bedroom, knocking lightly. 
Inside, he could hear some commotion which stopped at his hesitant knock. 


He didn’t have to wait long. Aziraphale opened the door not a minute later, dressed as he usually 
was. He looked surprised when he saw Crowley, though the demon wasn’t quite sure who else the 
angel might have been expecting. 


“Yes, dear? Is everything alright?” 


Crowley had half-expected Aziraphale to be pleased to see him or maybe angry that he had had the 
audacity to show up at his door unannounced, but the angel was neither. His aura simply exuded 
calmness and kindness and it felt as if all those positive feelings were choking Crowley. 


“T’m fine, Master,” Crowley blurted out, speaking quickly in the hopes of making up for his 
delayed answer. “And you? Is there anything I could do for you, perhaps?” 


He didn't dare quite looking in his Master's face for it would surely show ridicule because of his 
stammering. Instead, he focussed on the floor, the plush carpet beneath his feet. 


He heard Aziraphale shift slightly and tensed a little. He did not have a logical reasoning for that 
reaction — he was merely used to being aware of his Masters' every movement, was used to having 
to guess their every wish and try to accommodate to it as quickly as possible. It was already second 
nature, being attentive to everything his Master did. 


But Aziraphale did not raise slap or kick him, nor did he try and force Crowley's chin up to make 
him look him in the eyes. Instead he answered with a smile that Crowley could practically feel in 
his words. 


"I'm fine, my dear. I also slept well, thank you for asking. And no, thank you, Iam quite happy and 
have no wishes. Why did you come here, was there something you wanted?" 


Crowley nodded mutely and clenched his hands to fists behind his back. That was it. 


He dared looking up at Aziraphale through his lashes. The angel did not seem angry, which was 
good. Crowley was glad for every little thing that might improve the outcome of this situation. 


"T wanted to ask-" 


Crowley cut himself off. No, that wouldn't do. If he really wanted Aziraphale to listen to him, fulfil 
his wish, then he must be more submissive, meeker. 


"I wanted to beg of you to be so kind as to administer my punishment. I know that I must still be 
punished for dirtying your floors and not cleaning the bedroom and I wanted to ask of you to 
punish me for this, so that my behaviour might be rectified." 


Despite knowing better, Crowley had tensed during his little speech, and he feared that he might 
throw up again. He had planned this, yes, but still, the words coming out of his mouth made him 
sick. What had he become? Was he seriously that damaged that he asked to be hurt? Perhaps 
Gabriel ahd been right — he had been made for this. 


Crowley clenched his hands to fists behind his back, digging his nails in his palms, disgusted by 
himself. And, he thought humourlessly, if Aziraphale's aura was anything to go by, so was the 
angel. 


Aziraphale was not aware of the feelings that bled through his aura after he'd heard Crowley's 
question. He remained blissfully unaware that the demon could feel every last drop of the disgust, 
anger and hurt his aura exuded. Disgust and anger were directed at Gabriel, at everyone who had 
made Crowley feel as though he had to ask for punishment, as if he had to beg to be hurt. 


Aziraphale's pain, however, was on Crowley's behalf. What on earth had the demon suffered that 
he had thought it to be necessary to plead for punishment? Because Aziraphale knew exactly why 
Crowley had turned up at his doorstep today - he most likely thought that by asking to be hurt, he'd 
be able to lessen the pain he was so certain Aziraphale would inflict on him. 


Aziraphale straightened. 


Crowley would keep on living in fear of an impending punishment no matter how often Aziraphale 
reassured him that there was none to come. And if Aziraphale hated one thing, it was frightening 
anyone, no matter if demon or human. 


He knew that there was only one way to ease Crowley's worries, even though it wasn't one 
Aziraphale particularly liked. He had to show the demon that his fears were needless, and in order 
to do so, he'd have to pretend to punish Crowley. 


Everything in Aziraphale bristled at the mere thought of it, but he knew that there was no other 
method to ease Crowley's fears. Clearly, mere words had not been enough to reassure him. Well, 
good that he still could choose what those “punishments” would look like, because he did not plan 
for one second to have them be even remotely close to what Crowley was used to. 


Aziraphale cleared his throat, trying to sound as authoritative as he could. Crowley before him 
twitched. 


"Well then. If you wish so and if it would make you feel better, then I will punish you. Please 
follow me Crowley but fear not. I will not hurt you." 


With those words and an uneasy feeling in his gut, Aziraphale stepped out of his bedroom and lead 
the way to the kitchen, all too aware of the frightened demon following him. 


Crowley's body was practically vibrating with anxiety and nerves. 

He had felt a twisted sort of relief as Aziraphale had told him that he'd finally receive punishment. 
But that relief had quickly turned into fear of what exactly the angel would make him do when the 
reality of the situation had hit. 


Already, he was oof to a miserable start: Aziraphale had felt it necessary to lie so obviously, mock 
Crowley with those words. What kind of punishment didn’t hurt? No matter what I t was, there was 
always an element of pain to it. 


Crowley's hands started trembling as he was led to the kitchen. Would Aziraphale use knives? He 
had not assumed the angel would enjoy that method, but he also couldn't fathom any other reason 
as to why they were going to the kitchen. 


In front of him, Aziraphale snapped his fingers and Crowley flinched at the sudden use of magic. 


He couldn't see what the angel had conjured, and he wasn't really sure he wanted to, either. 

He stiffened as Aziraphale turned around to face him. He didn't know what was expected of him, 
didn't know what Aziraphale wanted him to do. Would Aziraphale burn him on the stove, sue his 
knives, or- But no. He had said he wouldn't hurt Crowley, so that meant it would most likely be 
something that had mental impact. 


The only thing Crowley could come up with was cleaning, which was laughable. Cleaning wasn’t a 
punishment, it was a task, one of his many duties he had neglected here. It was something Master 
could order him to do at any given moment, he didn’t need the excuse of punishment for that. 

But if not that, what else-? 


Oh no. 


Crowley craned his neck, trying to look past Aziraphale. Had the angel conjured the contract? Had 
he brought him here to talk about the contract, test his limits? Crowley felt his breath pick up in 
speed. If it was the case, he would take being cut up by knives every day over that. 


He could not, under any circumstances have Aziraphale look at the contract - the mere thought of it 
made him shudder. 
If his Master found out what he'd actually been allowed to do all this time, what Crowley should 


have told him he was allowed to do, he wasn't sure he'd survive the consequences. 


Keeping something like this from a Master was a crime, and it would absolutely enrage Aziraphale 
enough to choose the most brutal of the contract’s punishments. Crowley had suffered through 
them before, and he still carried their scars. And now, he had gone and tried to escape them, only to 
probably face them threefold. Crowley bit his lip to stop a groan from escaping. How had he ever 
been stupid enough to even think that Aziraphale wouldn't find out- 


A hand landed on his shoulder and Crowley nearly dropped to the floor. He took a sharp, painful 
breath and bowed his head, baring his neck in a gesture of submission. 


"I'm sorry, Master," he babbled, not even sure what he was apologising for. "I didn't mean to- I'm 
sorry I didn't listen, I-" 


Aziraphale stopped his panicked rambling with a soft "shhh" and a wave of calmness he let wash 
over Crowley gently. The demon felt his heartbeat slow down and his hands stopped trembling. 
Aziraphale’s voice was soft when he spoke. 


"You've got nothing to apologise for, dear. If anything, /’m sorry, I should have told you what I 
was about to do. No harm awaits you, but if you'd rather do this some other day...?" 


"No! No, Master, I'm sorry, of course I am able to take my punishment today, you don't have to 
wait, I would be glad if you were so- if you were so kind as to punish me today." 


Crowley was aware that he was begging but since he didn't feel any disgust in the angel's aura, 
Aziraphale must not be too repulsed by his behaviour. Maybe he enjoyed it? 

But no, Crowley couldn't sense any enjoyment or satisfaction either, just the calmness the angel 
still sent out to him. 


He felt soft, gentle fingers underneath his chin, so different from Gabriel's, who'd always been 
rough, often covered in Crowley's blood when lifting his chin to make him look him in the eyes, 
just as Aziraphale was doing right now. 

But contrary to what Gabriel's would have done, Aziraphale's face showed nothing but kindness 
and patience. 


"I am sorry for alarming you, dear. If you want to, I will do what I came here for now, but only if 
you promise me that you're alright with that, yes, love?" 


Crowley nodded hastily. 

He couldn't believe his luck - for the second time in few days he was given a second chance by his 
Master and he'd be damned if he didn't take it. 

Therefore he nodded once more before demurely bowing his head and stepping up to the table as 
Aziraphale beckoned him to come closer. 


Crowley wasn't quite sure what he'd expected to be on the table, but copious amounts of food were 
not it. Surprised, he dared looking up at his Master, who merely smiled and answered the unspoken 
question softly 


"I want you to learn how to prepare your own food. It's a useful skill and I do think that you might 
enjoy it. Or, if not, you'll surely enjoy eating it afterwards." 


His eyes crinkled at that and Crowley attempted a shaky smile himself, while feeling beyond 
confused. 
Was this a trick? 


Master could surely not be serious with what he was proposing - this wasn't punishment! 
But Aziraphale did look serious and Crowley, not wanting to test this outrageous luck of his, 
carefully took one of the items of food in his hand, unsure as to what to do with it. 


"That's a tomato, my dear. It's more on the salty side and goes excellently with salad. Salad is the 
green thing over there. Would you like to make one?" 


Aziraphale smiled at the demon expectantly. Crowley gave a quick, wide-eyed nod. 
"If it would please you, Master." 


Apparently, it would, because Aziraphale smiled at him and nodded. 


Aziraphale let Crowley choose the ingredients for a simple salad, telling him what they were 
whenever he picked up a new one. Evidently, no one had educated him about human food which 
was, in Aziraphale’s eyes, a shame. But he would rectify that, now. 


Choosing and washing the vegetables had gone well, but when Aziraphale handed Crowley a knife 
to cut them, the demon flinched away from him, dropping the knife. 


Before Crowley could apologise Aziraphale picked up the knife, placing it on the kitchen counter. 
H smiled reassuringly at the demon, keeping the knife away from him for now. 


"If you'd like to, I could cut the vegetables so you don't have to if the knife scares you." 


Crowley nodded shakily, still as white as a sheet and watched from a safe distance as Aziraphale 
quickly cut their ingredients. Mentally, the angel put knives on the ever-growing list of things that 
scared Crowley. He would have to be even more careful than expected, Aziraphale learnt with 
every passing day. 


With Aziraphale chopping, the salad came together quickly. Then came the difficult part: Getting 
Crowley to enjoy his food. 


Oh, of course the demon ate, but he looked frightened while doing so and every few seconds, he'd 
throw a suspicious glance at Aziraphale, as if he were waiting for an attack. He ate hastily, 
seemingly afraid that the food would be taken from him and sat stiffly at the table, body shaking 
with nerves. 


Aziraphale tried exuding calmness in his aura, but in only helped marginally. Crowley still looked 
like a trapped animal afraid of a beating. The angel suppressed a sigh. He couldn't blame Crowley; 
after all, this must be a very unusual situation for him. Aziraphale should be glad that he had even 
gotten the demon to eat anything at all. 


After a few more painful minutes at the table, Crowley had eaten his last piece of paprika and 
Aziraphale smiled at him, gently inquiring if he had enjoyed the meal. Crowley nodded, as 
Aziraphale had assumed he would, and bowed his head slightly in thanks. 


"Thank you, Master, I did. It was very generous of you to allow me to eat." 


Aziraphale smiled at that even though his insides ached at being thanked for such a normal thing. 
He let Crowley, who had become twitchy and refused to look him in the eyes, clean the dishes and 
put them away. As soon as the demon had finished, he bowed before straightening again and dared 
throwing a short glance at his Master. 


"Is there anything else I can do, can I help you somehow, Master?" 
Aziraphale nodded. 


"Actually yes, love. This was the first part of your 'punishment’, and there will be two more. All the 
other 'punishments' will be along the lines of this one, and I swear on my Grace that I will not hurt 
you with them. I derive no pleasure from bringing others down. All those 'punishments' as you call 
them are merely implemented because I think that they will make you feel better. All the things I 
will have you do today are in order to show you that I won't harm you or to help you regain some 
autonomy. But once we’re done with them, you can consider your punishments to be complete. 
You will have paid off all debt. Is that alright with you?" 


When Aziraphale was done he looked down, only to be horrified by the tears in Crowley’s eyes. At 
least his hands weren’t shaking anymore. Aziraphale took a cautious step forward. 


"Are you alright, love?" he whispered, gently taking Crowley's hand in his. 


"Yes Master, I'm sorry. I am merely- I do not deserve a Master as kind as you are. I don't know 
how I can ever begin to pay you back for all you've done for me. If there's anything at all you wish 
from me, I will gladly give it to you. I do not know how I can ever repay you and I do not deserve 
your kindness-" 


Aziraphale hushed Crowley’s babbling with a gentle sound. 


"You don't have to pay me back, love. I don't want anything in return, I merely want you to feel 
better and safer around me. As long as I can make you trust me at least somewhat, I am happy. And 
I know that it will probably take a while and that is okay - there's no need to rush." 


He squeezed the demon's hand softly. 


"And now follow me please." 


Crowley wasn't sure what he was feeling. 
A lot of confusion, certainly because his Master was just inexplicably kind. He wanted Crowley to 
lower his guard, wanted him to trust him, and to Crowley's horror, it was beginning to work. 


Crowley had felt himself relax the slightest bit during their surprisingly pleasant meal and he had 
even believed Aziraphale when he had said that he wouldn't physically harm him, that those 
punishments (and really, they did not deserve that description) were supposed to help him learn 
without pain. Because so far, the angel had not given Crowley any reason to distrust him. He had 
been gentle and kind and had not hurt him even once. 


And by now, after years of abuse on Gabriel's hand, Crowley longed for a gentle word, gentle 
touch. He would let himself believe, would let himself be fooled for a while longer. Dream his 
little dream until it would inevitably turn into a nightmare again. 


His thoughts were interrupted by Aziraphale coming to a halt in front of him, in the middle of his 
living room which was, as per usual, littered with books. 

Aziraphale told Crowley to take a seat while he went to the bookcase, retrieving four books and 
laying them out in front of Crowley. Then, he sat down opposite to Crowley and pointed at the 
books. 


"Choose one, my dear. I'd like to read to you if that's alright with you. But of course, if you want to 


you could also read them yourself." 


Crowley looked at the books suspiciously. This was new to him. 

He took one carefully and read the blurb slowly, not used to it. The words twisted and turned on 
the page, the letters tangling. It was hard to read quickly, and he formed the words while he read to 
keep a grip on them, make them make sense. 


He didn’t know any of the books, but one of them promised shorter stories on a variety of topics. 
There was a good chance that Aziraphale would be pleased if he chose that book, so Crowley 
pointed at it hesitantly. 


"This one please, Master. If that is alright with you." 
Aziraphale smiled. 


"The Greek myths? Excellent choice, my dear. Would you like to read it yourself or can I read it to 
you? I'd enjoy that and I do think that it might calm you down, but if you prefer reading them 
yourself..." 


Crowley shook his head hastily. 


"No, Master, please read them to me, I'd be grateful for that. That would be very kind of you. Is 
there any position you would like me in for the reading?" 


Crowley knew how to pose, how to look alluring and appealing, how to make even boring 
moments worthwhile because he was there to be gawked at. But Aziraphale merely told him to sit 
on the sofa at a distance to the angel himself. Nose already buried in the book, the angel snapped 
his fingers to dim the light, thankfully missing Crowley’s flinch at the miracle. 


Then, Aziraphale started reading. His words floated through the air in the dim, orange light of the 
living room. He had a voice that was easy to listen to and Crowley, who had begun relaxing the 
slightest bit into the sofa, felt his eyes slip closed a little. It was peaceful. Distantly, Crowley 
wondered if Aziraphale was even aware of all the calmness and positive feelings that were coming 
off of him in waves, making Crowley feel tired and safe. 


Crowley didn't really understand what the angel was reading to him (and for a moment he panicked 
- what if he would be tested on this afterwards so Aziraphale could check if he had listened, what if 
he'd be hurt for not having listened attentively?-) but Aziraphale's voice was soft enough to make 
his worries disappear after a few more moments. It was almost like a spell, listening to this strange 
Master read. 


And the most curious thing was that the angel seemed to enjoy it, too. A lot, even. Crowley 
couldn't recall any other time in their short acquaintance when he'd seen the angel look this relaxed 
and happy. He was positively glowing, a small smile stretched over his lips, his hair catching the 
soft light beautifully. 


If Crowley hadn't been so utterly tired, he would have berated himself for thinking such rubbish, 
for appreciating anything about his Master at all. He never would have let those thoughts even 
enter his head if he'd been any less exhausted. 


But as it was, the food, the dim light and Aziraphale's calming voice did their job perfectly and as a 
result, Crowley was growing more and more tired. Somewhere around the third myth his eyes 
slipped closed, and he allowed himself to relax even further, sinking into the cushions, is breath 
evening out. 


Aziraphale was enjoying himself tremendously - it had been a while since he had read to someone 
and he was glad that while doing something he loved, he could simultaneously calm Crowley 
down a little. 


The demon had been lightly dosing for at least twenty minutes now, opening one eye every few 
minutes only to close it again immediately. It meant a lot to Aziraphale that Crowley let himself be 
so vulnerable around him. It showed him that despite the demon's terrible past, he felt at least 
somewhat safe around the angel, even if he maybe wasn't consciously aware of it. 


Aziraphale tried his best to keep his voice even and calm as not to disturb Crowley's light slumber. 
He had just reached the ninth myth - the one of King Midas - when Crowley fully woke with a 
start. He looked around in panic for a second before taking in the situation around him and slipping 
to the floor, landing on his knees. 


Before Crowley could even open his mouth to apologise for whatever transgression he might think 
he had committed now, Aziraphale began to speak in the same calming tone he had had during 
reading. 


"Everything is alright, love. You're in my flat, you slept while I was reading to you, and I am not 
angry at you for that. It was perfectly fine and I'm glad that you got some rest, yes dear? I am 
happy that you slept. It means that I was able to calm you down and that you are rested. So please, 
do not apologise for it." 


Crowley looked at Aziraphale wordlessly and the angel could practically see the cogs turning in his 
head. After a few moments, he nodded slightly and bowed his head. He got up slowly, sitting back 
down on the sofa’s very edge. 


"Thank you for letting me sleep, Master. And for reading for me, it was-" 
Crowley stopped, clearly struggling for words, "it was pleasant, listening to you. You're a good 
reader." 


Aziraphale beamed, causing Crowley to blush and look at the floor in embarrassment. 


"Thank you, love! Would you like to hear more, or should we move on to the next, uh, activity? I 
wouldn't mind reading more to you, but it is up to you." 


Crowley tensed at his words, and Aziraphale could kick himself. He couldn’t stop messing up, 
could he? 


At the mention of the last 'activity' as Aziraphale had so nicely phrased it, Crowley had stiffened, 
sleep-addled brain getting ahead of itself. That was it, he was sure. 


Now there must be some sort of punishment coming. The past two ones had doubtlessly merely 
been tricks to get Crowley to relax, to make him feel safe and protected when he was anything but. 
And he had fallen for it! Crowley suppressed a shiver. 


He had no idea what Master had come up with, no idea what awaited him. Not knowing what 
Aziraphale might enjoy made this situation worse, left him clueless and without any way of 
softening his punishment. 


But there was no point in delaying it, now. He had to tell Aziraphale before he made his Master 


wait too long. Only that had already happened, apparently, because Aziraphale rose from his spot 
on the sofa. 


Crowley flinched. Oh no, no, no, had he said something Crowley hadn't listened to? Before he 
could start apologising again, Aziraphale squatted down next to Crowley, placing a warm, heavy 
hand on his shoulder. It felt like a livewire, like a lock, keeping Crowley pinned in place. 


"Are you alright, love? We don't have to continue this now, or ever, I promise. If you want to skip 
the next activity, it is no problem at all, I swear. I understand that, dear-" 


"Nol" 


Crowley flinched at his exclamation, bracing for a blow while talking, babbling hastily to explain 
himself. 

There was no way he'd let Master postpone his punishment. He doubted he would survive it if he 
did. He couldn't stand another three days of anxious waiting, couldn't stand the uncertainty for 
even another hour and he also couldn't breathe, he had to breathe, he had to- 


A gasp tore itself from Crowley's throat and he sucked in a loud breath, head swimming. Through 
the tears in his eyes he could see Master's panicked face and he forced himself to continue talking, 
to reassure his Master that he was ready, that he was ready to be punished and would take whatever 
Aziraphale wanted to give. Hell, if the angel wanted it, Crowley would thank him for everything 
he was about to do to him. 


But Aziraphale didn't seem as if he was eager to hurt Crowley in any way, he simply looked 
extremely worried. His voice was gentle as he started talking again and the demon could 
practically feel the concern pouring off of him. His hand was still heavy on Crowley’s shoulder. 


"Crowley, please believe me. I will not hurt you, Iam not mad at you and I do absolutely not set 
out to harm you with these activities. I was not reading to you in order to confuse you. I am not 
mad at you for sleeping. And I'm sorry I ever called what we're doing today a punishment, because 
clearly, it’s confused you. I don't want to punish you because you did nothing wrong. I thought it 
might help you if we called it a punishment, but maybe I was wrong. But please, please, you have 
to believe me when I say this: I won't hurt you. I will never hurt you. It isn't within my rights to 
harm you and I have no desire to do so." 


Aziraphale looked close to tears, Crowley noted duly. He had heard it before. Everything the angel 
had just said sounded sincere, sounded as if he were saying the truth. Crowley had scarcely felt 
more terrified in his life. 


He knew it was all a lie. But against better judgement, he was starting to believe his Master, was 
starting to believe someone who had absolute control over him and could do whatever he wanted to 
him. 


How sick and twisted was that? 


Crowley was sharply brought out of his thoughts when Aziraphale stood up, now looking 
significantly calmer than when he'd been talking earlier. His mind at least had been eased, then. 


"You don't have to trust me yet, Crowley," Aziraphale said and attempted a smile, "but I'd like to 
show you what I wanted to do next, yes love? It's called a bath, a bubble bath to be exact. You 
don't have to take it right now, but I'd like to show you, yes?" 


Crowley nodded mutely and rose to follow Aziraphale. He didn't know what to think of this. He 


had made his Master worry about him, for Someone's sake, and he was, according to Aziraphale, 
not about to be punished for that. 


There had been no trace of a lie in Aziraphale’s aura. For all Crowley could tell, the angel had been 
entirely honest. It didn’t make any sense. Crowley felt confused and drained, emotionally as well 
as physically. His idea had backfired. Asking Aziraphale for punishment had done nothing but 
confuse him further. 


But there was nothing to be done about that now. He had to obey. So, he followed Aziraphale to 
the bathroom, which he had never entered before. 


Aziraphale’s bathroom was an indulgence, a luxurious room with white tiles and a big bathtub 
already filled to the brim with bubbles and water. 

Crowley stared at it in wonder. It smelled heavenly, like lavender and something fruity. Aziraphale 
stepped aside to let him take in the whole room and Crowley noted a discarded coat in a corner of 
it, which Aziraphale seemed to have overlooked. 


He walked over, still in awe of the bath and bent to give it to his Master, du his duty. But as he 
straightened, something fell out of the coat's pocket. Crowley bent down to pick it up 
automatically. He was still overwhelmed by the bathroom’s sheer size and delicious scent. He was 
distracted, careless, and that was why it took him one moment too long to realise what he had just 
picked up. Picked up and handed to his Master. 


In Aziraphale’s hand there now was a sheet of creamy white paper, expensive and heavy. For a few 
seconds, Crowley could only stare at it in growing horror, while his body started shaking wildly as 
if on its own account. 


The contract. 


He had just handed the contract to Aziraphale. 


Chapter End Notes 
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The Contract 
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Aziraphale took the sheet of paper from Crowley with a confused smile. He couldn't remember 
having had anything in his coat pockets when he'd worn it the last time, and the piece of paper 
didn't look at all familiar to him. As he unfolded it, the smile slipped off his face. 


Concerning the demon A. J. Crowley 


Aziraphale furrowed his brow. What-? 

His eyes flew over the sheet. It was thick, creamy paper which surely must have been quite 
expensive. It was only one sheet but as Aziraphale turned it, new words appeared on the other side. 
Huh. An enchanted sheet, then. 


He flipped it the other way round, back to its original position and began reading it after having 
sent out an absent-minded wave of calmness to Crowley, who had barely moved since having 
handed Aziraphale the paper. 


Fascinated, but no less confused, Aziraphale started to read. 
Concerning the demon A. J. Crowley 


It has been decided that the demon known as Crowley shall be banned from the Depths Of Hell. I, 
Beelzebub, hereby give Archangel Michael the permission to do as she wishes with him. 


The paragraph was written in jagged, clumsy handwriting with ink spilled over some words. 
Beneath it, there were two lines on which signatures had been placed - one in the same untidy style 
as the introductory paragraph and the other in neat, tall letters, clearly spelling "Archangel 
Michael”. 


Aziraphale sucked in a breath. Was that some sort of contract, signifying ownership over Crowley? 
As he turned the sheet, another few paragraphs appeared. 


I, the Archangel Michael, hereby give the demon Crowley to the Archangel Gabriel as a gift for 
him to do as he pleases. He may use him in any way he wishes with three exceptions: 

1) The demon Crowley may not be harmed irreparably, neither mentally nor physically (e.g. 
blinding, paralysing, amputation) 

2) The demon Crowley may not be issued another corporal form 

3) The demon Crowley may not be killed, nor may his corporal form or his wings be destroyed (see 


2)) 


Underneath those quite frankly terrifying paragraphs, there were once again two lines with 
signatures - Michael's and Gabriel's. As Aziraphale turned the contract around once more, he was 
surprised to see his own signature next to Gabriel's. 

The paragraph above it read: 


I, the mighty Archangel Gabriel, give the demon Crowley to the angel Aziraphale as a gift for his 
good deeds. He may do with him as he pleases. If he finds that anything has to be added to the list, 
he may do so. 


Aziraphale's brow furrowed. He could not remember ever having seen the contract, much less 
signing it. And other than that — what list was Gabriel talking about? 


As he turned the sheet of paper once more, the mysterious appeared and even just reading the first 
few lines, the words made Aziraphale feel sick to his stomach. 


¢Crowley may be punished by withholding food and water, as well as items of comfort, such as 
clothes or blankets. 

¢ Crowley may be punished with force, such as hitting, kicking, whipping, punching, etc. He may 
be humiliated if it is seen as necessary and may be made to beg. 

¢ He may be used in any way possible, such as a servant, a cook, an ambassador, a "lover" or 
scapegoat. He must follow every order his Master gives him. 

¢ He must address his current owner as "Master", unless they command otherwise. 

¢ He may not complain nor protest and only scream if so wished by his Master. 

¢ The demon Crowley belongs to his current Master with soul and body and must accept their 
every wish. 


And underneath that, in smaller, neater handwriting, which Aziraphale recognised as his own: 


¢ Crowley may eat food at his own will, may sleep in a bed, may read or be read to and may do 
whatever he pleases. 


The words were faint on the paper, barely legible, but they were there. How, Aziraphale had no 
idea. Of course he had known that Crowley had been given to him as a gift and he'd quickly 
understood that the demon expected punishment and pain from him. But to see it all written down, 
to see that there were nearly no limits to what Crowley's previous "Masters" could do — and 
probably had done — was horrifying. 


Aziraphale turned the damned sheet of paper once, twice more and the sheer abundance of bullet 
points on the next few pages appalled him. The list was seemingly never-ending and from the few 
more words Aziraphale allowed himself to read, it only got worse. From the restrictions Crowley 
was under to increasingly brutal methods of punishment, it was all there, written down in Gabriel’s 
tidy handwriting. A comprehensible list of torture. 


Aziraphale couldn’t take it any longer. He looked at Crowley, who hadn't moved an inch since he'd 
handed him the paper. Crowley had to have known what it was. That also explained the distress 
that poured off of the demon in waves — Aziraphale had thought that the bath had unsettled 


Crowley so much, but he had obviously been wrong. 


"Crowley," Aziraphale said carefully, hesitantly, "what is this? I mean, who came up with all of 
this - all those rules, those, those sick things? Gabriel? And why are there my signature and a bullet 
point in my handwriting? I have never seen this before." 


Crowley stiffened at Aziraphale's question but answered nevertheless, quietly and with a quiver to 
his voice. 


"It's my contract, Master. It signifies that however owns me at the moment has absolute control 
over me and may do to me whatever they wish. By accepting me you automatically signed the 
contract and I assume that by letting me do certain things, a bullet point appeared on here, Master. 
My... my previous owners used to punish me in various ways, and they made sure that those 
punishments were written down automatically whenever they were carried out. If my Master 
wishes for a certain action to be repeated, like a punishment, the contract renews itself and writes it 


down whenever a change is being made. That's also why it says 'Crowley'’ instead of 'Crawly'. 
Crowley stopped at that. 


He did not know what he had expected Aziraphale to do when he had handed him the contract, but 
the shock on his Master's face came as a surprise. Shouldn't he be happy, ecstatic even? After all, 
the contract explicitly allowed Aziraphale to do whatever he wished, even suggesting punishments. 
Aziraphale had a wide variety to choose from, did mot even have to go through the hassle of 
thinking of something himself. 


Crowley's chest tightened. He had received each and every of those punishments, and the 
memories haunted him to that day. He didn't know how many Aziraphale had read, but if there 
hadn't been a single one that had made the angel happy, not a single one he wished to use on 
Crowley, it meant that he'd most likely come up with a punishment himself. And that was what 
Crowley dreaded more than anything else. 


Because of course would Crowley have to be punished. He had kept the contract's existence from 
Aziraphale. It was practical, mused Crowley bitterly, that the contract automatically gave 
Aziraphale options to choose from. He hated them, but he at least knew what he had to expect. If 
Aziraphale wanted to try out a new method, Crowley would have no idea what he could do to 
lessen the pain, or even how bad it would be. He simply wouldn't know what awaited him and that 
uncertainty frightened him more than anything else. 


He had to prevent that. The already known evil was always the better option. He would have to act 
quick, prevent Aziraphale from coming up with his own method. He would have to suggest one or 
two of the punishments on the contract, debase himself even further, if only to avoid more pain. 


But which one should he pick? 

Crowley was tempted to choose one of the less harmful ones, maybe one that would not leave him 
in pain for days to come. But Aziraphale would certainly notice it if Crowley was trying to lead 
him into a direction like this, and then, agony would surely follow. Crowley clenched his teeth. 

It was better to go with a harsher punishment, because those meant more pain. And more pain 
usually pleased his Masters. Or it had pleased Gabriel, at least. 


And therefore, with terror consuming his every thought — and forgetting all about Aziraphale's 
promise not to harm him, or the calm that he had felt just minutes earlier when his Master had read 
to him — he bowed his head before speaking up again, quietly and with a tremor to his voice. 


"Master, if I may... I know I have to be punished for, for not telling you about the contract or not 


telling you about your... liberties regarding me and my punishments. I know- I know I should have 
told you sooner and I apologise. If I could maybe, in order to.... to ensure that I am properly put in 
place, suggest some, some punishments from the contract?" 


At that, Crowley dared looking up at Aziraphale, who had not reacted so far. The angel was simply 
staring down at him without any decipherable emotion in his aura or face. 

Crowley took it as a sign to continue and breathed in deeply, reminding himself once more that it 
was better to select harsher, more painful punishments for Aziraphale to choose from. 


He pointed at one of the bullet points, voice now trembling harder and was horrified to find that 
tears were welling up in his eyes. He had no reason to cry, none! This whole situation was his own 
fault, after all. 


"I- you could chafe my knees with sandpaper, Master, and then have me kneel in sea salt, for, for 
example. Or I could use the sandpaper, if you want me to!" Crowley added, seeing as Aziraphale 
grimaced at that. 


"I could kneel for however long you want me to, Master. Or," he added, when the angel didn't 
seem pleased at his suggestion, "you could restrict my breathing, if you would- if you would enjoy 
that. My, uh, Master Gabriel enjoyed it - he said that I had grown so accustomed to my human 
body that I did actually think that I could- that I could suffocate. Which is true! I, I used to... I used 
to pass out, when he, when he did that," whispered Crowley, his hands beginning to shake as he 
remembered the terrifying feeling of not being able to breathe, the panic. Gabriel had enjoyed a 
multitude of ways to slowly choke Crowley until he passed out. 


"You could use your hands, Master, or a, or a collar-" 
"Enough." 


Crowley's mouth snapped shut at Aziraphale's command. He didn't dare look up at Aziraphale, 
who, while his voice had been emotionless, was radiating anger. No, not just anger, fury. 


Crowley wanted to disappear. His whole body starting shaking as he realised what Aziraphale's 
fury meant. He hadn't succeeded - neither of his suggestions had pleased his Master and now he 
would come up with a punishment himself and judging by his current state, it would be brutal. 
Crowley sucked in a harsh breath. He'd be lucky if he even survived it, with all the anger and 
hatred that was pouring off of the angel in waves. 


In a laughable, pathetic attempt at an apology, he fell to his knees, cowering on the floor. It 
wouldn't help him, he knew that. But at least it would prevent him from having to look his Master 
in the eyes and see the anger in them that was still pulsating in his aura. 


Aziraphale could count the times he had been as angry, furious even, as he was right now, on one 
hand. It had only happened twice before and the angel had hoped that there would never come 
another situation in which he felt such terrible, all-consuming fury. 


The first time, it had been just after he had heard of the Almighty's plan to kill off nearly every 
being except some lucky humans and animals allowed on Noah's Ark. Aziraphale had quelled that 
anger quickly, for it was no good to critique God's plans, even when they involved the murder of 
thousands of innocents. But still - after he had first heard of the Almighty's plan, a terrible, raging 
fury had cursed through Aziraphale, and bits of it remained even after the flood had ended. 


The second time had been not too long ago. He had been in Germany, right in the middle of the 
second World War. He had travelled there on his own free will, without a mission from Heaven, 
trying to help at least some of the thousands that suffered every day. But whatever he did, it had 
never been enough. Daily, he had witnessed people of all ages, children dying, screaming in pain 
or crying because they had lost a loved one. His anger had lasted for days, fuelling him to help 
everyone he could before it finally became too much and he simply couldn't anymore. 

Even an angel had limits, and Aziraphale's had been met - and crossed - over and over again during 
that terrible time. 


And now? Now Aziraphale felt anger cursing through him, just as strong as the previous two 
times. Heaven had done this to someone innocent; angels had tortured someone just because he had 
done a good deed. Aziraphale nearly wanted to laugh at the absurdity of it all. 


He himself had been praised, rewarded after he had done something good, something pure. But 
Crowley? Crowley had been punished in a cruel, heartless manner for doing something similar. He 
had been through years of abuse for having shown mercy, for having shown kindness, the same 
things angels prided themselves for. 

And all because he was a demon. 


Was it really that unfathomable for Heaven and Hell that not every demon was a dark, evil 
creature? Was it that terrible that one had shown mercy? 


The greatest irony, the greatest injustice, was not that Crowley had been hurt for helping, for 
showing kindness, but that he had been punished by angels for it. Angels, who claimed to see the 
good in everyone, to be merciful and fair. Angels, who had proved to be everything but. Angels 
who had hurt another being voluntarily, even enjoying it. 


Aziraphale sucked in a breath and willed his tears and his anger away. It was to no use. 
No matter what he felt right now, no matter how badly he wanted to give Gabriel, Michael and all 
the others a piece of his mind, he had to concentrate on Crowley right now. 


Crowley, who seemed on the verge of a panic attack, with his breathing shallow, eyes clenched 
shut and hands trembling. 


Taking another deep, long breath, Aziraphale willed the anger to disappear from his aura. It took 
more effort than usually, but he managed with some difficulty and a not-so-small miracle. 


Then, he forced his aura to exude calmness and love, both of which he let wash over Crowley 
gradually. He didn't want to overwhelm the demon on his bathroom floor, looking fragile and oh so 
close to breaking. But Aziraphale knew that he had to read the damned contract if he wanted to 
find out if there was any way at all to release Crowley from this awful existence, from this 
servitude. 


Slowly, he picked Crowley and the contract up, careful not to hurt the demon as he carried him to 
the living room. It was better to leave the bathroom, Aziraphale figured, and go to a room Crowley 
was more used to and might feel safer in. 


Crowley woke up to a strange warmth surrounding him. 
For a few moments, he didn't dare opening his eyes but merely listened to his surroundings, tried 
visualising where he was. 


He was laying on something warm, and it felt as if there was a blanket spread over him. Judging 


from the crackling, there was a fire burning a few metres from him. Just as Crowley had reached 
that conclusion, whatever he was laying on moved, jolting him fully awake. 

At that, Crowley's eyes flew open, and he took in his surroundings. 

He'd been right - there was a fireplace across the room from him and he was indeed laying under a 
blanket. 


But it was what- or rather who - he was lying on that was important. Crowley's heart seemed to 
stop. Aziraphale. He had been sleeping, and no less sleeping with his head on his Master's shoulder 
and half of his body draped over the angel. 


Crowley opened his mouth, already forcing himself to stammer out an apology, anything to make 
this situation less horrible, when he caught a glimpse of what his Master was doing. 

The angel was reading, nothing that surprised Crowley, not even in his sleepy, frightened state, but 
it was what he was reading that had made him halt. 


It was the contract. Of course it was the contract. Crowley had expected nothing else. 

But what he had not expected was that, from the looks of it, his Master was reading one of the last 
pages of it, and that alone was enough to send Crowley's mind reeling and leave his chest feeling 
constricted. He fought for breath. 


One of the things about the contract that his previous Master had ensured Crowley knew was that it 
only got worse the further one read. On Gabriel's list of punishments, the easiest and most bearable 
ones were on the first two pages. Not that those punishments weren't horrible in their own right, 
because they were and most of the time, Crowley would have rather given up every piece of 
comfort he knew from this life than experience one of them ever again. 


But those were nothing against the ones that Gabriel had put on the last few pages of the contract. 
Most of them, Crowley had only endured once. But even so, he would have rather lived through all 
of the 'easier' ones time and time again before he was put through something that stood written on 
one of the last pages. 


One of the pages Aziraphale was reading right now. 


The angel hadn't seemed to notice that Crowley had awoken, and he was endlessly thankful for 
that. Like this, with his Master unaware, he might be able to come up with a plan, a distraction, 
anything to keep Aziraphale from acting on one of the bullet points. 


Because Crowley didn't know if he could live through one of those again. The memories of those 
punishments, of the agony they brought, was what had haunted him for days after he had started 
living in Aziraphale's flat. 


They were one of the main reasons why it was so hard for him to trust the angel. Those memories 
were ones he was sure he could never forget, and not only because he had scars littering his body, 
daily reminders of the horrors he had lived through, but because of the psychological impact they 
had left. They were etched into his memory, made him distrustful and desperate, and he doubted 
that anyone could ever remove them. 


Just as he had finished that thought, Aziraphale looked down at him, seeing that he was awake. 
Crowley stiffened, but his Master merely smiled and put the contract down on the coffee table. 
Then, he positioned himself so that he was now sitting opposite to Crowley on the sofa. 


The demon pulled the blanket closer around him in a desperate attempt to shield himself from what 
was coming. He didn't know what to expect and it made him feel restless and anxious. Fear and 
terror were raging in his body, but Crowley didn't dare kneel on the floor or even apologise, seeing 


as his Master had just indicated to him that he should keep quiet. And he would, if it meant that it 
would soften his punishment. Crowley sat still on the couch, barely even daring to breathe. 


He had no idea what the angel had planned for him. His hands started sweating as he noticed that 
he couldn't even get a glimpse of the angel's aura, had no idea how angry he was, what to prepare 
for. 


But Aziraphale started off gently, like he always did. Dragged it out, prolonged Crowley’s 
suffering. 


"Crowley, dear, I do think we should talk about this." 


Aziraphale pointed at the contract which looked so small and utterly harmless on the coffee table. 
Before the demon could say a word, Aziraphale held up a hand and smiled gently. Crowley was 
beginning to hate this expression, the lie in it. 


"Before you say anything and jump to wrong conclusions — no, I am not about to punish you, or 
hurt you. What I read in there..." Aziraphale shivered, and Crowley felt a strong wave of disgust 
before his Master regained control over his aura. 


"What I read in there is disgusting and wrong. I would never, and I mean never hurt you like that. 
It wouldn't be correct, and I do not have the right to do so." 


"But you do!" 


Crowley saw his Master flinch in surprise, heard the words come out of his mouth, but it felt as if 
he were witnessing this whole situation as someone else, merely seeing himself snap at the one 
person who quite literally held his life in his hands. 

Crowley felt helpless. 


What was Aziraphale trying to do? What he said, what he had said all along — that he wouldn't hurt 
Crowley, that he'd be kind and gentle and merciful - it idn't make any sense. It went against 
everything Crowley had ever learnt and he was so, so tired of being lied to. 


Distantly, Crowley was aware that he was being unbearable foolish, that he was lucky his Master 
hadn't hit him yet or locked him up somewhere. Distantly, Crowley was aware that he would face 
consequences for this — grave ones, if his Master's interest in the contract was any indicator — but 
he couldn't bring himself to care. He felt disconnect from his body, as if he were floating above it. 


He saw and heard himself snap words at his Master, who was still just sitting there, doing nothing 
to reprimand Crowley, nothing. He heard himself spit out words that he had kept buried in himself 
for longer than he cared to remember. Bu he was powerless to stop it. 


"You have every right to hurt me; you held the proof in your hands just now. You know that you 
can do nearly everything you wish to me. It is your right! It was everyone else's right as well, and 
they all acted on it! Gabriel documented everything he did to me, everything, and I know you read 
it, and you can do whatever he did to me and more. So do it! Do it, hurt me, but stop lying to me! 
Do your worst, do everything this damned contract says, but don't lie to me! Please," Crowley's 
voice broke, and it felt as if he had been slammed back into his body, he was aware of what he was 
doing again. 


"Please don't lie to me." 


Crowley felt weak and spent after he had stopped shouting and he hunched in on himself, looking 
at the frayed blanket between his fingers. 


He had snapped, screamed at his Master. He had accused him of lying, had accused Aziraphale of 
lying. Aziraphale who had been nothing but kind and gentle to him the whole time he had been 
here. That would stop now. No matter how patient, how merciful his Master had been until now, 
he would surely not tolerate being screamed at, being told that he was lying. Crowley would pay 
for what he had said, and for once, Crowley himself realised that he deserved it. 


Crowley felt Aziraphale move slightly and stiffened. Just because he knew that he deserved 
whatever his Master would give, it didn't mean that it would make the punishment any easier. 
Crowley suppressed a shiver. No matter how his Master had wanted to punish him earlier, the 
demon was sure that he had worsened it infinitely with his outburst. 


Crowley felt a soft hand on his chin and looked up. Master didn't look angry, but he knew that 
didn't mean much. Some of his worst punishments with Gabriel had happened when the archangel 
had seemed completely calm. 

Then, Aziraphale smiled, a bit wobbly. 


"My dear boy, I am so, so proud of you. I know you don’t believe me, so I'll let you feel what I am 
feeling right now, yes love? But I really, truly am proud of you." 


When Aziraphale opened up his aura to Crowley, the demon almost gasped. It felt as if the angel 
had released all his feelings. Normally, only the strongest ones would be noticeable in someone 
else's aura, and up until now Crowley had only ever been able to feel a few of his Master's 
emotions. But not now. Now it felt as if a hundred emotions were bombarding him at once. 


The first few emotions Crowley could discern were sadness and sorrow. There were also happiness 
and gentleness, mixed with slight hints of anger and worry. 

But the two feelings that were the most prominent, that seemed to engulf Crowley and hold him 
tight, were entirely unanticipated. Instead of anger and hatred, or maybe some sadistic amusement, 
love and pride wrapped themselves around him, almost as if Aziraphale himself was hugging 
Crowley gently. 


And he was, realised the demon with a start, the angel had wrapped his arms softly around him, his 
head resting on Crowley's shoulder. Slowly, and without really meaning to, Crowley raised his 
arms as well and hugged the angel back. 


In the end, Aziraphale slowly broke away from the hug and sat down in a respectable distance from 
Crowley. The demon still looked shocked and confused but Aziraphale figured that it was a million 
times better than the terror he had seen on his face before Crowley's outburst. 


Aziraphale was so incredibly glad that Crowley had shouted at him, even though it was probably a 
strange sentiment. But to the angel, there was not a single negative side to the whole incident, and 
if it had been appropriate, he probably would have thanked Crowley for it. 


Crowley appeared to be slightly dazed from the hug and Aziraphale couldn't help but wonder when 
Crowley had last experienced any friendly touch. He cleared his throat before speaking and smiled 
gently to ease any worries the demon might have. 


"Crowley, dear, I want you to know that everything you just felt is true. I am proud of you for 
telling me what you think. Every negative emotion you may have felt is not directed at you; I 
assure you of that. I do care for you, I want you safe and happy and as I said before, I will not harm 
you. And," added Aziraphale, almost as an afterthought, "I will continue telling you so, if it helps 


you. 


Crowley, who still looked a little lost, nodded slowly. Aziraphale didn't push, figuring that this was 
the best he would get. He hesitated a bit before speaking up again, not quite sure if he should bring 
up the contract and risk frightening Crowley once more. But in the end, thought Aziraphale, he had 
to tell him and sooner was better than later. 


"Crowley, dear, I know you saw me read the contract after you woke up, and what I said before 
still stands now. I am disgusted by what it says has been done to you and what it allows me to do. 
But I wasn't reading about those things when you woke up. There was a... a note, at the very end 
of the list. I assume Gabriel didn’t think anyone would read this far. But it said... Well. It said that 
it can be destroyed, Crowley. The contract can be destroyed and once it is, you're free." 


Bubble Bath 
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Crowley was lying on his bed, staring into the darkness unseeing. 


Aziraphale had bid him goodnight some hours ago and while the angel had presumably fallen 
asleep, Crowley had had no such luck. 

His thoughts were too loud, running circles ins his head, one chasing the other. 

He was still processing everything that had happened — from Aziraphale's strange, harmless 
"punishments", over him handing the angel the contract, to Aziraphale reading it. And, of course, 
his Master saying that the contract could be annulled, that Crowley, could be free. 


A day had passed since that revelation and Crowley still didn't know how to feel about it. He 
should be ecstatic, shouldn't he? Joyous, relieved, glad, anything. But all he could feel was a 
strange hollowness that had set in as soon as Aziraphale had told him that he could be freed. 
Aziraphale himself had seemed overjoyed and had obviously expected that Crowley would react 
similarly - but he hadn't. 


Crowley hadn't reacted at all, really. 
He had listened to what his Master had to say about how he could be freed, had nodded and 
thanked his Master over and over again, but emotionally, nothing had happened. 


He felt hollow and empty and he did not know why. Wasn't this what he had wanted for years, 
decades even? Hadn't he longed to be free every night, back when he had been beaten black and 
blue regularly? 


Crowley rolled over to his side. 

Maybe he didn't feel anything because deep down he knew that it wouldn't ever happen. Oh, not 
for lack of trying on Aziraphale's part. The angel had been so proud and happy when he had found 
out that Crowley could be freed - a sentiment Crowley himself hadn't been able to share. 

It was hard for him to have hope when the circumstances of how to be freed were so utterly 
impossible. 


The contract clearly stated that in order for him to be free, for him to live without a Master, both he 
and his current Master had to be of the opinion that he, Crowley, deserved freedom. And that was 
the problem, really. 

Because, to put it simply, he didn't deserve freedom. And with time, Aziraphale would realise that, 
too. 


If the angel thought about it, he would see that Crowley had done nothing to deserve getting his 
life back, he would see that Crowley hadn't changed, that the very reason freedom had been taken 
away from him in the first place was still buried deep inside him — kindness. 


The years of abuse that Crowley had suffered had scarred him, mentally as well as physically. They 


had changed him, but they hadn't managed to destroy the kindness that lived inside Crowley, a 
shameful, dirty secret. 

Crowley hadn't really changed and therefore, he wouldn't, couldn't be freed. 

He didn't deserve it. 


Aziraphale was becoming increasingly worried about Crowley. 

The demon had reacted quite differently to his revelation than Aziraphale had thought he would, 
but at first the angel had chalked it up to shock. 

But by now, days had passed since Aziraphale had read the contract and so far, Crowley had made 
no move to talk about it at all. 


The past few days, Crowley had been more tired than usual, yawning whenever he thought 
Aziraphale wouldn't see it. He was often lost in thought, so Aziraphale would have to call his name 
at least twice to get his attention. Of course, the angel always acted as if it had been the first time 
he had said Crowley's name — he knew that it would only distress the demon if he knew that he 
hadn't promptly reacted. 


And therefore, because Aziraphale was getting worried about Crowley, he had come up with a 
plan. He had thought about it carefully, not wanting it to backfire like his last one had. 


Aziraphale wanted to make Crowley feel a bit more comfortable, ease his worries at least a little 
and make him relax. Heaven knew the demon deserved it. And if Crowley relaxed a little, perhaps 
he would be more open to accepting the possibility of being free. 

Ever since Aziraphale had read the contract, Crowley had been brimming with an underlying 
nervosity and Aziraphale wanted to change that. Crowley needed a break, from his tasks as well as 
from the mindset of "Master/Servant" he had been in for years. 


Aziraphale knew that if he eventually wanted to free Crowley — whenever Crowley realised that he 
was indeed worthy of freedom — he first had to give Crowley back a sense of autonomy. They had 
to start small, of course. 


They had once more sat down in the living room, Aziraphale to read and Crowley to tidy up a few 
shelves because he still had a hard time sitting still and not doing anything. Now, Aziraphale 
shifted in his seat, leaning forward a bit and catching Crowley’s attention. 


"Crowley, love, I've noticed that you've been tense the past few days. I understand that the news 
must have overwhelmed you quite a bit and I want you to know that you may take as much time to 
process them as you need. And whenever you are ready, I would be more than happy to help you 
destroy the contract. But until then there was something I would like to try. Is that alright with 
you?" 


Crowley nodded slightly, walking over to sit down next to Aziraphale, which he took it as a cue to 
continue. 


"Well, I thought that maybe it wouldn't be a bad idea to get you used to living as a free demon 
again. I thought of some things, some exercises I would like you to try out in order to prepare you 
for being freed. Would that be alright?" 


Aziraphale smiled hopefully at Crowley, who was simply staring at him, eyes wide and posture 
stiff. Then, the demon nodded. 


"Whatever you wish, Master." 


Aziraphale's smile lessened a bit. This was not the answer he had hoped for. Of course, he hadn't 
expected Crowley to be overly enthusiastic, but he had hoped for something else than just 
obedience. 

But it didn't really matter, reminded Aziraphale himself. What did matter was that Crowley had 
agreed, which meant that Aziraphale could start right now with the first ‘exercise’. 


He smiled at Crowley again. The first task was objectively an easy one, but Aziraphale knew that it 
would probably exhaust Crowley quickly. 


"Why don't we start right now, my dear?" 


Aziraphale waited for Crowley's answering nod. The angel was quite happy with their progress, 
actually. Even if Crowley had been tense and nervous the past few days, Aziraphale knew that it 
could have been much worse. He took it as a sign that the demon was slowly starting to trust him. 


"The first exercise, if you will, will serve to help with rebuilding your confidence, love. I will ask 
you some questions and I want you to answer them honestly. I want you to say no when you feel 
like it, alright? Just practise, darling. Nothing bad will happen, I promise. Is that fine by you?" 


Crowley had gone very still. He barely seemed to be breathing anymore and for a moment 
Aziraphale was worried that the first task would already bring him to his limits. He wouldn't blame 
him. After all, Crowley had his free will taken away from him for years and being asked to express 
his likes and dislikes when he had trained not to must be a terribly difficult thing for him to do. 
Aziraphale wasn't quite sure if Crowley would be able to do it, if he was being honest with himself. 


But despite his fear, Crowley nodded. 


"I will try it, Master. Aziraphale. I... I cannot guarantee that I will manage, but I would like to try, 
Master. Just..." Crowley's voice became quieter and he averted his eyes, "Just, I'd ask of you not to 
be too angry if I do not manage right away. Please, Master." 


Aziraphale beamed. Crowley had asked for something. It must have taken a lot of effort for him, 
Aziraphale was sure of that, but Crowley had spoken up on his own, nevertheless. This was the 
second time in a few days the demon had voiced his own opinion, and Aziraphale was glad that he 
had dared to do so. He took it as a good sign and was quick to reassure Crowley. 


"Don't worry, my dear boy, I won't be mad if you cannot do it. It was just an idea, but if it doesn't 
work out, we can either take a break or move on to another exercise, yes love?" 


Crowley nodded. He seemed a little more relaxed now and straightened in his seat, leaning forward 
a bit. Aziraphale placed a hand on Crowley's, a gentle reminder that he didn't need to be afraid. 


"Alright love. I'll start now, but please do tell me if you want stop. Don't be afraid, I won't hold it 
against you, I promise. The first question is an easy one. How are you feeling today?" 


Aziraphale watched as Crowley thought about the question. He was quite sure that no one had 
asked the demon any questions in a long time, and he wanted to make sure that Crowley got used to 
them again. He wanted to make him feel like a person again, not property. Crowley was hesitant to 
answer, truly thinking about it first. 


"I am fine, Master. A little tired but other than that, I feel perfectly well. Thank you for asking." 
Crowley ducked his head, missing Aziraphale's pleased smile. 


"Thank you, my dear. I appreciate your answer. Now, did you enjoy your food today?" 


That morning, the two of them had eaten some fruit and yoghurt, something which Crowley had 
not previously had. But if the faint glimmer of enjoyment in his aura was anything to go by, the 
demon had a sweet tooth, something which Aziraphale made sure not to forget. If he could make 
Crowley that happy with some fruit, he must introduce him to cake soon. 


"Yes, Master. Thank you for letting me eat." 


Aziraphale smiled gently and moved on to the next question. For a while, he asked easy questions, 
all of which Crowley either answered with a 'yes' or one to two short sentences. 

After the sixth question of that sort, Aziraphale thought that he could safely move on to the 
questions he knew Crowley would answer with a 'no’. Still, he started off with a harmless one, not 
wanting to scare Crowley. 


"Do you like reading books yourself more than me reading them to you?" 


Crowley, who had relaxed slightly over the course of the past few minutes, hunched his shoulders 
and averted his eyes. He toyed with the cushion in his hands, flipping and turning it. Aziraphale 
waited, not pressuring the demon. After a few more moments, Crowley shook his head the 
slightest bit. 


"N- No, Master. I enjoy you reading to me more than I do reading myself." He hesitated before 
continuing, voice only slightly wavering. "Thank you for doing that for me, Master. It is more than 
kind of you." 


"You're welcome, love. It's my pleasure. You did very well, and I am proud of you for answering 
that question honestly. Do you think you could answer some more?" 


Aziraphale waited for Crowley's nod before continuing with other easy questions, some of which 
the demon answered with ‘yes’, others with 'no'. Whenever the latter was the case, Crowley became 
visibly uneasy and his voice wavered, but he still answered every question honestly, as far as 
Aziraphale could tell. 


After a while, Aziraphale dared to move on to harder questions. He watched Crowley attentively, 
careful not to overwhelm the demon. 


"Crowley, is there anything you wish me to do for you? If you have any wishes at all, please feel 
free to tell me." 


Crowley shook his head. 


"No, Master. 1am more than grateful for what you have allowed and given me, and I could not 
wish for anything else." 


Aziraphale nodded. 


"Thank you, love. Now, is there anything you do not wish me to do? Am I making you 
uncomfortable somehow?" 


This time, Crowley shook his head quicker and more forcefully. 


"No, Master. As I said, Iam very grateful for the kindness and mercy you have shown me so far 
and I do not know how I will ever repay you for it. Please... I beg you not to feel as if you have to 
hold yourself back in any way or as if you were making me uncomfortable. You aren't, Master, 
everything you have done to me and for me was more than I deserve." 


Crowley had leaned forward during his little speech, clearly trying to convince Aziraphale that 
there was nothing he would ever complain about. The angel was a bit taken aback by Crowley's 
sudden determination, not having expected that reaction. 


"Thank you, Crowley. But please know that if I ever do anything to make you feel uncomfortable 
or pressured, you can tell me, and I will stop. Promise me that you'll tell me if I ever hurt you 
unintentionally." 


Crowley nodded, but it was obvious that he wasn’t going to answer verbally. Aziraphale cleared his 
throat, smiling encouragingly at Crowley. 


"This will be the last question, my dear. You did very well, and I am proud of you. Now tell me, 
love, do you like being here?" 


Aziraphale leaned back in his chair to give Crowley and himself a bit more space. He wasn't sure 
what exactly had made him ask that question. He knew the answer already. He was just another 
Master for Crowley and no matter how kind or 'merciful' he was being, Crowley would surely 
never feel truly comfortable around him. Aziraphale knew that but still, he couldn't help but hope 
that Crowley didn't despise being here as much as he doubtlessly had living with his other Masters. 
Aziraphale didn't expect him to enjoy living in his flat, not by a long shot, but he still had to ask. 
He needed at least some reassurance that Crowley felt somewhat safe, somewhat comfortable 
around him. 


Crowley shifted in his seat, his eyes darting around nervously. His fingers were drumming against 
the armrest of his chair. Aziraphale was just about to reassure him that he didn't need to answer if 
he didn't want to, when Crowley spoke up, voice barely audible. 


"I do, Master. I... I like living here, you... you are very kind to me, and I feel protected. I... I feel 
safe here, Master. You are kinder to me than I deserve, and I do like living with you." 


The demon didn't look Aziraphale in the eyes, instead staring at the bookcases. Aziraphale himself 
felt as if he were about to tear up. He hadn't expected that kind of answer and was a bit 
overwhelmed, to say the least. He took a moment to regain his composure, planning to sort out his 
feelings later, before taking Crowley's hand into his again, smiling softly. 


"Thank you, Crowley. Hearing this really does mean a lot to me. For what it's worth, I also enjoy 
living with you and I am very glad that you like being here. Please know that I will do whatever is 
in my power to make you feel safe and comfortable here with me." 


Aziraphale let the slightest bit of reassurance and happiness seep into his aura, making sure that 
Crowley noticed it. When the demon gave a nod and a small, fragile smile, Aziraphale rose, taking 
Crowley's hands in his. 


"Come, love. If it's alright for you I'd like to try out that bubble bath again." 


Crowley was still feeling a bit shaky as he followed Aziraphale to the bathroom. Answering the 
angel's questions had been more exhausting than he had expected it to be. It had taken him a lot of 
effort to answer some of them with 'no'. With all of his previous Masters even thinking about 
disagreeing with them would have been a sure way to get punished. Crowley was still somewhat 
wary of Aziraphale, not trusting him entirely not to turn around and punish Crowley for 
disagreeing with him. 


But as bad as the questions had been, as afraid he had been to answer them with 'no’, apart from the 
last one, it had been fine. That one, Crowley had not expected, and he had noticed that Aziraphale 
himself had seemed surprised by it. 


For a moment, Crowley had panicked, not sure what answer his Master wanted to hear. He hadn't 
wanted to upset his Master or make him think he was lying, but at the same time, he wasn't even 
sure what the honest answer was. Did he like living with the angel? Yes, of course, it was far better 
than living with his previous Masters. But that didn't necessarily mean he liked it. 


To say that he actively enjoyed living here wouldn't be... wrong, exactly, but a bit of a reach. But 
he didn't dislike it, either. Living with Aziraphale was almost pleasant at times. Crowley was very, 
very lucky to live with Aziraphale. The angel was kind to him and after years of abuse, that meant 
the world to Crowley. He had struggled to answer but, in the end, there was only one correct 
answer, wasn't there? 


After all, Crowley would benefit from pleasing Aziraphale with his answer. It could not hurt to 
flatter his Master. And it wouldn't be a lie, either, it wouldn't. Crowley had said what Aziraphale 
wanted to hear, partially out of self-preservation, partially because it was — even though it was not 
something Crowley liked to admit even to himself, in the privacy of his own mind — true. It was 
true and that frightened Crowley. 


Right now, however, he did not have time to think about the issue further. Right now, he had to 
concentrate on the task at hand. 


A bath. 


As the second exercise, his Master wanted him to take a bath. Crowley hadn't entered the bathroom 
since the... incident a few days ago but the sight of the bathtub made him uneasy, nevertheless. At 
least there was no discarded coat in the corner if the room anymore. And apparently Aziraphale 
had chosen a different scent for his bath than the last time. Now, it was something that smelled like 
citrus rather than the heavy smell of lavender from a few days back. 


Crowley was unsure as to what to do with himself. Was he to undress in front of his Master? 
Aziraphale had given no hints as to what he would like Crowley to do. Did his Master want to 
bathe with him? 


A shiver ran up Crowley's back at the thought, memories resurfacing — him on his knees in front of 
a pristine white bathtub, Gabriel's hand gripping his neck. The feeling of being pushed under water, 
being held there, struggling to get air, to breathe, thrashing about wildly, because he couldn't 
breathe, he needed to breathe and there was water in his nose, mouth, lungs- 


"Crowley." 

Crowley flinched, turning around hastily to look at his Master. 

"I am sorry, Master, I was remembering something, I didn't mean not to listen, I-" 
Aziraphale shushed him gently. 


"It is alright, my dear, I am not mad. But," he frowned at the bathtub, "if the thought of taking a 
bath makes you uncomfortable, we can always do something else should you wish to." 


Crowley shook his head, not quite daring to look Aziraphale in the eyes. He couldn't make 
Aziraphale think of another task for him. He had already inconvenienced his Master more than 
enough. And if he refused the bath, Aziraphale would know that it was a way to hurt or at least 


frighten Crowley. Crowley had to take the bath, if only to avoid it being used as a punishment in 
the future. 


"No, please, Master, I would like to try. You don't have to think of something else, if you allow, I 
would, I would like to bathe." 


He hesitated for a second. 
"Should I, would we bathe together?" 


While the thought of taking a bath alone was somewhat pleasant, the idea of bathing with his 
Master sent shivers down his spine. He had remembered terrible details from his life with Gabriel 
from seeing the bath alone, and he did not wish to find out which memories would resurface were 
he to bathe with Aziraphale, both of them naked in a confined space. 

Luckily, the angel shook his head. 


"No, I would prefer not to. I simply thought you might enjoy one." 
Aziraphale moved, stepping past Crowley and busying himself with the taps. 


"You can adjust the temperature here. Feel free to use whichever soap you'd like to — there are also 
bath bombs and shampoo in the cabinet, and the towels are over there." 


Aziraphale took a step back, smiling at Crowley, hands folded behind his back. 
"Do you need anything else? Do you have any questions?" 

Crowley licked his lips slightly nervously before answering. 

"Yes, Master. For how long am I permitted to bathe? How long should I take?" 


"Take as long as you want to, my dear, there's no time limit. If you'd like to, you could stay in the 
tub the whole day. The only thing I expect of you is to bathe and relax a bit. If you need anything 
at all while you bathe, just call for me, I'll be outside, reading." 


Crowley nodded and watched as Aziraphale left the room, closing the door softly behind him. For a 
few seconds, he merely stood there, looking at the door, before he slowly turned, facing the 
bathtub instead. 


He didn't undress right away, still not quite able to shake the feeling of panic that had taken over 
when he had remembered one of Gabriel's punishments. Instead, he walked over to the bathtub 
slowly, carefully dipping a finger into the water. It was pleasantly warm, not too hot, and the 
bubbles felt nice against his hand. 


This was nothing like the freezing water Gabriel had forced his head under. This was pleasantly 
warm, smelling like lemons and oranges. It was safe. His Master wasn't in the room with him, 
Crowley was all alone, and no one was there who could force his head under water. 


Hesitantly, Crowley dipped his forearm in the water, the bubbles tickling his skin. There were a lot 
of bubbles, so many that Crowley was sure one would not be able to see his body when he was 
lying in the tub. He wondered if that had been Aziraphale's intention when he had prepared the 
bath. 


Crowley threw a quick glance at the bottles of soap, shampoo, and other things he couldn't quite 
identify. He hadn't ever taken a proper bath, seeing as neither angels nor demons needed it like 


humans did, and all the things necessary for one floored him. 


The bath bombs, however, Crowley inspected closely. There were three of them, in various colours 
and shapes and they even differed in scent, Crowley found out when carefully sniffed them. 


Crowley picked up the first one. It was shaped like a tree, green and brown, smelling slightly of 
citrus. The one next to it was a bright blue bottle. It was light and fit comfortably in Crowley's 
hand. The last one was a round one, yellow with specks of black in it. It was by far the heaviest and 
smelled like myrtle and lemon. Crowley sat the bath bomb back down, stepping away from the tub 
and began undressing. 


The uncomfortable tingling on his neck had stopped and his breath and heartbeat were going at a 
normal speed again. He undressed quickly, putting his clothes neatly folded on the floor and got 
into the tub before he could talk himself out of it. 


The water was warm and the bubbles felt slightly weird against his skin. He lowered himself into 
the water carefully, not wanting to splash any water onto the floor and risk angering his Master. 


Crowley stretched out his legs, enjoying the warmth and the pleasant, citrusy smell. He felt his 
muscles relax almost involuntarily, not quite able to keep himself alert now that he was actually in 
the bath. 


From his position he could see all the products lined neatly on the edge of the tub. He didn't dare 
use any of the soap or shampoo. He didn't need them, anyway — demons (and angels, for that 
matter) did not need to clean themselves like humans did. A bath was a mere luxury. Still, Crowley 
picked up the small bottle-shaped bath bomb again, toying with it. 


He let himself think about dropping it in the water, just to see what would happen. Would it create 
more bubbles? Would it colour the water a lovely blue, and if so, would it smell? 

Crowley didn't dare using it in case his Master had changed his mind, but merely thinking about 
using it gave him a sense of happiness and freedom he hadn't felt for a long time. 


It was his choice. He could choose whether to use something, whether to do something, and there 
was no one who would make the choice for him. 
It was thrilling. 


Crowley set the bath bomb down again and leaned his head against the edge of the tub. He felt his 
eyes slip closed, gradually relaxing in the warm water. He let his mind wander in a way he hadn't 
allowed himself to in a long, long time. He felt safe, somehow, here in this bathtub, in a room with 
no one else inside it who could tell him what to do and not to do. 


He thought about the events of the past few days, about the contract and its implications. It felt as 
if his mind were going in circles, the same thoughts over and over again. Crowley was still 
convinced that he wouldn't be freed. He knew it, and with time, Aziraphale would also understand 
that he was not deserving of freedom. And even if he were t be freed, where should he go? 


Crowley had no one to turn to, no place to go. There was no one who cared about him, no one who 
would welcome him with open arms. He was alone. 


The water splashed as Crowley moved, sitting up as if to shake off the thought. It was to no use - 
he wouldn't be freed either way, why should he worry about it? 


He was only encouraging that hopeful feeling that had started to bloom days ago. But it was useless 
— he would never be free. Gabriel had made sure that Crowley knew how undeserving he was, had 


made sure by punishing him, hurting him, humiliating him. Gabriel never would let Crowley be 
freed. He would find a way to prevent it, even if he wasn’t his Master anymore. Gabriel would 
rather kill Crowley than ever set him free. 


At that thought, an uncomfortable feeling spread in his gut, almost like pain. It made it harder for 
him to breathe, and Crowley's fingers clenched around nothing. 

He had to think of something else, quick quick quick, he couldn't let himself panic in the tub, he 
couldn't, he couldn't- 

Crowley sat upright, water splashing over the edge of the bathtub. He flinched, knocking his knee 
painfully against the tub, and the pain brought him back. 


Crowley gasped, his hand shooting up to grab at his throat. He could breathe, he wasn't drowning, 
he wasn't dying. He could breathe and he was still alone. No one was out to get him. 


No one would punish him by nearly drowning him. Gabriel wasn't his Master anymore and 
Aziraphale... Aziraphale had said he wouldn't disturb Crowley's bath. Aziraphale. Oh, Aziraphale. 


Aziraphale had been kind and merciful and Crowley was just being a burden to him. 
He was the angel's slave, servant and here he was sitting in a bathtub, making Aziraphale care for 
him, tend to him, instead of the other way round. 


Crowley stood up, nearly slipping in the tub and got out, bathmat soft under his feet. He took a 
towel and started drying off, with quick, choppy motions. 


He had to make it up to Aziraphale somehow, he had to find the angel and thank him for all his 
kindness, show him that he was ready to serve, ready to please. He had to show Aziraphale that he 
wouldn't need send Crowley back to Gabriel away, that he would be good, that Aziraphale didn't 
need to set Crowley free. Crowley was safest with his Master, and if Aziraphale decided to free 
him, he would have nowhere to go. 


Crowley pulled on his clothes, perfunctorily mopping up the water he had spilled on the floor 
perfunctorily. The last lingering bits of relaxation from the both had vanished, leaving only panic 
behind. 


He couldn't waste any more time than he already had. 


Aziraphale looked up from his book at the sound of the bathroom door opening. Crowley was 
standing in the doorway, his hair still wet and curling at the ends. He didn't do anything for a few 
moments, just watching Aziraphale with almost imperceptible tremors making their way down his 
body. 


"I finished bathing, Master," the demon croaked after a few more seconds. 


"I can see that, love. Did you enjoy it?" 
Crowley nodded, watching Aziraphale approach. The angel stopped a few paces in front of him. 


"Did you wash your wings, too?" 


Crowley actually, physically took a step back, half stepping in the bathroom again. His eyes went 
wide, and he shook his head frantically, a few drops landing on Aziraphale’s cheeks at the 
swinging of his dripping hair. 


"No, Master. I'm sorry for not doing so. I should have known." 


Aziraphale raises both eyebrows at that. What? He simply had asked because ever since Crowley 
had started living with him, he had never once seen the demon's wings. Not that this was unusual — 
wings were a pretty private matter, after all — but Aziraphale knew that even a demon's wings 
needed to be groomed every now and then. And what better time or place than in the bathtub? 


But if Crowley hadn't... Oh! 


Maybe Crowley was used to his Masters doing it for him? Aziraphale could not quite imagine it, 
since grooming wings was a sign of deep trust. But maybe his previous Masters had done it to 
Crowley to take even that last bit of autonomy from him. 


It made sense, really. From what Aziraphale had learnt so far, Crowley's previous... owners would 
have done almost anything to humiliate him, and it wasn't all too far-fetched that they'd also 'care 
for' his wings. 


Of course, the angel couldn't be sure. He'd have to look it up in the contract in order to be certain. 
But that was something he absolutely was not going to do. It would only anger him and frighten 
Crowley. He had promised never to look at that damned sheet of paper again unless it was to free 
Crowley. Before that, it could burn in Hell, for all Aziraphale cared. 


But right now, he had more important things to concentrate on than his hatred for Crowley's 
contract. After at least a month of not washing them, Crowley's wings must be feeling sticky and 
uncomfortable. Wings needed regular preening after all, and Aziraphale cleaned his own monthly. 


Perhaps, there was no harm in asking Crowley. It could be the next exercise for the demon and 
could serve to build trust between them. And, Aziraphale reasoned, he would notice if Crowley 
were absolutely opposed to it. 


Crowley was still standing stiffly in the doorway, his body language defensive, his face 
expressionless. Aziraphale smiled gently, sending a wave of calmness Crowley's way and prepared 
himself. 


"It is no problem at all, dear. But, if you'd be alright with it, would you be so kind as to show me 
your wings? If you’re fine with it, 'd like to groom them for you." 


Crowley’s stomach plummeted. What was Aziraphale's goal? Why had he asked if Crowley had 
washed his wings, why did he want to see them? Crowley's hands clenched to fists behind his back, 
forced himself to relax them only to clench them again seconds later. 


He had no choice, not really. If Aziraphale wanted to see Crowley's wings, he had to show them. 
But the thought of it alone made his skin crawl. He hadn't cleaned them since he had been given to 
Aziraphale, about one and a half months ago. 

His wings felt terrible, had been feeling like that for a while — gross and slightly sticky, in no shape 
to be seen. Especially by his Master, no less. 


But Aziraphale had asked, and to Crowley, a question was always just a more nicely phrased 
command, and therefore he had to obey. Crowley schooled his face into an indifferent mask, 
determined not to let Aziraphale see how uncomfortable he was. 


If his Master wanted Crowley to show his wings, Crowley would. He had to keep his Master happy 
and himself from being hurt. But Crowley also owed him this. Aziraphale had given him so much. 
Crowley could do that for him, no matter how terrible he might feel about it. 


He nodded. 
"Of course, Master." 


The smile that bloomed on Aziraphale's face almost made up for the terror Crowley felt. 


Chapter End Notes 


AN: The bath bombs are from Lush, I looked them up on their website. The blue 
bottle is called "A little bottle of calm", which is why I chose it - Crowley could 
definitely do with some calm. The tree should resemble the one in Eden and the 
yellow bath bomb is called "Cheer up Buttercup" which I found fitting for the story. 
I hope you enjoyed the chapter!! (Next one will have wing grooming, obvs, but it 
won't focus on it. I just really wanted to use an idea a commenter left. And in one of 
the next chapters, another one will appear :) 


The Thing With Feathers 


Chapter Notes 


This is the first wing preening scene I've ever written (and it turned out so much 
longer than I intended it to) and I do hope you'll enjoy reading it. I definitely enjoyed 
writing it, and I might write more in the future. 


Thanks for reading!! :) 


Aziraphale's wings were probably the softest thing Crowley had ever touched. 
They were white as snow and big, bigger than Crowley's own. A good part of the living room was 
filled by them when the angel had finally stretched them out completely. 


Crowley himself had not unfolded his wings just yet, even though he was certain that his Master 
would want that to happen eventually. The uneasy feeling in his gut spread a little as he thought 
about it, and he resolutely shook his head to chase the thought away. 

He had a task to attend to. 


His Master had asked him to preen his wings. Crowley had hardly believed his ears when 
Aziraphale had requested it with a slight smile on his lips as if what he was asking was completely 
normal. 


Letting another being see, let alone groom one's wings was a huge sign of trust. Some angels even 
used it as a way to convey their love for each other. Grooming another being's wings wasn't 
something you just did, it was an almost sacred act. And that with good reason. 


An angel's wings - and a demon's, for that matter - were the most vulnerable place on their body 
and also the one they took the most pride in. Especially demons tended to their wings frequently 
and with exceptional care. Angels too, of course, but it was more likely to see an angel with slightly 
ruffled feathers than a demon. 


Crowley himself had had immaculate wings once, but that had been a long time ago. 


He had rarely been allowed to care for or even unfold them under his previous Masters. By now 
they had to be atrocious things, messy and dirty after not being cleaned properly for so long. His 
stomach knotted at the thought of letting his Master see his wings like that, especially since 
Aziraphale's own were, for lack of a better word, so perfect. 


Soft and the purest white, with small specks of grey in them that reminded Crowley of clouds. 
They were a good few centimetres bigger than Crowley's own and doubtlessly also much stronger. 


Aziraphale shifted slightly, interrupting Crowley's thoughts. He moved his back, stretching his 
wings so that they were just millimetres away from Crowley's hands. 


"You can begin love, if you'd like to." 


Right. Crowley had a job to do Even if Aziraphale's voice had been gentle, Crowley knew that it 
was an order. 


Slowly, he lowered a hand to the angel's right wing which twitched slightly at the contact. Crowley 
combed his hands carefully through the wing, letting loose feathers fall to the floor. He made his 
way through twice, having decided that he would start by removing all the feathers that were 
unconnected to the wing but still hanging in it. He got his fingers in between the individual feathers 
to ensure he was doing his job as thoroughly as possible. 


After about five minutes of Crowley carefully combing through Aziraphale's wing, the floor was 
littered with small, fluffy feathers and the angel had visibly relaxed. Crowley felt faintly proud of 
himself. To him, it was always a relief to get rid of those unnecessary feathers and he found that 
wings looked better without them. 


He moved on to the next step of his preening. He shifted Aziraphale's feathers, untangling them 
from one another and laying them flat when needed. While doing so, he couldn't resist stroking 
over Aziraphale feathers gently. They were so soft. Crowley could hardly believe how smooth they 
felt against his hands; delicate but powerful. 


He started with the feathers closest to the angel's back, working his way outwards. He went from 
the top feathers to Aziraphale's mid-length tertiaries, working his way down to the angel's main 
flight feathers. He smoothed out every single one, laying them in the correct position and making 
sure the angel's flight feathers were as clean as they could be. Crowley could feel Aziraphale relax 
further under his ministrations. 

By now, he was slouching in front of Crowley, the tip of his left wing resting on the floor, the right 
one splayed comfortably on the demon's knees. 


But the angel wasn't the only one who had become less tense. Crowley himself felt his breath even 
out a bit and the worry in his gut had begun easing with the repetitive motions. He hadn't cared for 
or looked after anything in a long while, and being trusted with something so important was, 
although scary, also a very good feeling. It was the first time in centuries Crowley didn't feel 
afraid. The first time he wasn't the most vulnerable in the room. 


Now, Aziraphale, his Master, held that position. The thought struck Crowley and he stilled for a 
moment. 

He had power over Aziraphale right now; the angel was vulnerable under his hands. It would take 
so little for Crowley to harm him — he held his flight feathers in his hands, he could hurt the angel 
with a mere twist of his hand, if he wanted. 


Crowley let go of Aziraphale’s wing as if it had burned him. 
What was he thinking? 


He couldn't hurt his Master, he would never hurt his Master! Aziraphale had been kind and 
merciful, he hadn't harmed Crowley at all, and how was he repaying that kindness? By thinking 
about injuring the angel, about harming him irreparably. About harming his wings, when 
Aziraphale had so inexplicably trusted him with them. 


Crowley felt sick. 


He shifted, trying to clear his head. What had gotten into him? It was not like he'd actually ever 
hurt Aziraphale, much less his wings, but the mere fact that he had even thought about it frightened 
Crowley. 


He had never thought himself to be a violent person. He didn't think that he was even capable of 
injuring someone else, especially this severely. And his Master, no less! 


Crowley took a deep, steadying breath, clenching his eyes shut. He let the air out slowly, trying to 
calm his heart, before gently combing through the angel's wing again, trying to keep a pretence of 
normalcy. 

He couldn't let Aziraphale know what terrible, horrific thoughts had just gone through his head. 


The angel had made himself vulnerable before Crowley, whom he apparently trusted, and Crowley 
had all but betrayed him with his thoughts. He couldn't ever let Aziraphale know what he had been 
thinking, and for once, it wasn't out of fear of punishment. 


No, the reason why Crowley had to keep this a secret was out of fear of losing Aziraphale's trust. 
Crowley hadn't trusted anyone ever since he had been enslaved, and since then, no one had trusted 
Crowley, either. Why would they have? The only people Crowley had regularly come into contact 
with had been his Masters, and they rarely ever thought of him as a being with emotions, much less 
someone they could potentially put their trust in. 


And now, just when Crowley had found someone who for some reason did trust him, he managed 
to betray that simply by thinking. He didn't want that. He wanted Aziraphale to trust him and, in 
turn, to eventually grow to trust Aziraphale, too. He had to prove he was trustworthy, had to prove 
that he was not what his previous Masters had tried to turn him into. 


Carefully, Crowley resumed his task. At least preening was a calming, repetitive activity and the 
monotony of it would clear his head. Crowley repeated his process on the left wing, first combing 
through it, then laying the feathers down in place in the most aerodynamic shape he could possibly 
manage to allow the angel easier flight. He did so tenderly, as if to make up for his thoughts. 

After about ten more minutes, in which Aziraphale had relaxed further and Crowley had tried his 
best not to relax, not to let his thoughts wander again, he was finished. 


He was just about to tell his Master so, when Aziraphale shifted just enough to hand Crowley a 
small bottle with a cap that was foreign to the demon. It was elongated and had some sort of lever 
underneath it. Thankfully, Aziraphale explained the bottle to him before he had to ask. 


"It's a spray bottle. I use it to clean my wings after grooming them and I'd like for you to use it on 
me. It's easy to use, just push the lever to spray my wings with water." 


Crowley did as asked, his hands shaking slightly. This was new, he wasn't used to this. He flinched 
as the first spray of water hit the angel's wings, misting them. The water drops rolled over the 
feathers and Aziraphale twitched slightly. 


"It tickles a bit, love." He said as a way of explanation. "Please do continue." 


Crowley did, enjoying the sound the bottle made, and soon the angel's wings were sufficiently 
damp. Aziraphale smiled and stretched, turning around to the demon. 


"Thank you, my dear boy. You did an incredible job. My wings feel better than they have in ages." 
Aziraphale smiled gently as Crowley accepted the compliments by ducking his head, avoiding 
Aziraphale's eyes. 


Then, the angel stood up and beckoned Crowley to move. 


Aziraphale reversed their positions, sitting down behind the demon. Crowley's shoulders were 
tense, and his hands curled to fists by his sides, so tightly clenched that Aziraphale was sure 
Crowley must feel his own nails digging in his skin. 


"You know," said Aziraphale somewhat hesitantly, "you don't have to show me your wings, love. I 
don't want you to feel pressured. I merely thought that I might help you with cleaning them since I 
know some places can be a bit hard to reach. And I'd like to pay you back for that wonderful 
preening job you just did." 


Aziraphale smiled as he spoke and let a bit of calm and joy trickle into his aura, in the hopes of 
soothing Crowley that way. 


The demon nodded mutely, his hands unclenching slowly. He was still tense, but mumbled 
something, too quiet for Aziraphale to hear. 


"What was that, love?" 


Crowley shivered, just a little before answering, but it was enough to make Aziraphale grow even 
more worried. 


"I haven't preened my wings in a long time and they, they aren't very... pleasant to look at, Master. 
Please, you don't have to groom them, if you'd be so kind as to allow me, I can also do it myself, so 
you don't have to look at them." 


Upon hearing these words, Aziraphale straightened.This wouldn't do. 
"Turn around please, love." 


Crowley complied, avoiding Aziraphale's eyes, instead looking at the sofa, focussing on a spot in 
between him and the angel. 


"If you do not want me to preen your wings love, I will respect that. But please don't be ashamed to 
show them to me. My wings have had times in which they were a mess, too, and I would never 
blame you for that. Especially not under your circumstances." Aziraphale's voice hardened a bit, 
and he made a vague hand motion as if to encompass all of Crowley's previous Masters. 

"Please do know that I would not think less of you because of the state your wings are in. You don't 
have to, of course, if you're uncomfortable, but I'd love for you to let me groom them." 


Aziraphale’s smile went unseen because the demon was still resolutely looking at the sofa, his 
hands now toying with the hem of his t-shirt. He was clearly fighting with himself, and Aziraphale 
gave him time to think, pouring a feeling of safety into his aura. Finally, Crowley nodded almost 
imperceptibly. 


"You can groom my wings, Master. But please... please don't mock me for the state they're in." 


Aziraphale ached as he saw Crowley hang his head as if he expected to be sneered at for his wish. 
He nodded firmly. Of course, he would respect Crowley’s wish. 


"I promise I won’t. Thank you, my dear. If at any point you feel uncomfortable and want me to 
stop, just say so and I promise that I will immediately stop." 


Crowley nodded once and turned around swiftly, his back once more facing Aziraphale, who 
shuffled back a bit. And then, with one soft 'whoosh', Crowley unfolded his wings. 


Aziraphale couldn't hold back the gasp that escaped him. 


He had never, never seen wings like Crowley's before. They were black like Aziraphale had 
expected, and as messy and ruffled as Crowley had predicted. Feathers pointed wildly into all 
directions, some snapped off in a painful-looking matter but other than that they were 


breathtaking. 


Crowley's wings were a matte black, speckled with tiny spots of purple, grey, white, and blue. 
They rippled as the demon moved, revealing more spots, distributed even over the feathers closest 
to his back. They looked like stars, whole galaxies even, spread over Crowley's wings like they 
were the night sky. The tips of Crowley's flight feathers were a different colour than the rest — a 
deep purple which complimented the rest of his wings perfectly. 


Aziraphale couldn't help himself. He raised a hand and touched Crowley's flight feathers gently, 
running his fingers over them. 


"Your wings are beautiful, Crowley. I've never seen anything quite like them." 

Crowley tensed momentarily and then relaxed, his wings folding slightly in on themselves. 
Aziraphale shook his head. 

"I'm not lying, love. They're breath-taking." 


He let his feelings seep into his aura to make Crowley believe him — a mix of wonder, adoration 
and pride. Crowley shivered and Aziraphale trailed his hand down the left wing. 

Crowley’s feathers were not nearly as soft as his own, had more of a leathery feel to them, seemed 
sturdy and powerful. 


Aziraphale started combing through Crowley’s feathers with exceptional care, detaching loose 
ones and disentangling the others. Crowley shivered and sunk a bit lower in his seat, giving 
Aziraphale better leeway. 


As Aziraphale continued his job, the demon's wings started to take shape and became less of a 
mess. The fluffy appearance the loose feathers had given disappeared, leaving behind tidier, 
sleeker wings. 


Aziraphale decided that he would tend to the broken feathers sticking out another time. They 
weren't many and while he knew from experience that they became a bit uncomfortable after a 
while, Crowley did not seem too bothered by them. Also, removing broken feathers that were still 
connected to the wing itself hurt and Aziraphale had already put Crowley through enough for 
today. 


Crowley accepted this plan with a nod, and Aziraphale began untangling the rest of his feathers, 
righting them and smoothing them out. 

He oiled each feather, making sure they were smooth and strong instead of brittle. He took care of 
every feather, trying to align them just right. 


He enjoyed doing this for Crowley. The demon had relaxed significantly during the preening, now 
leaning forward against the arm of the sofa. Every now and then his wings twitched ever so 
slightly, especially when Aziraphale touched his flight feathers. 

After a few more minutes the angel had finished with his preening, and Crowley was the most 
relaxed Aziraphale had ever seen him. 


His aura radiated satisfaction, almost covering up the constant wariness and unease Aziraphale had 
grown so accustomed to, and he was slouched over, his breathing steady and muscles relaxed. 


The angel smiled down at Crowley, once more admiring his wings. Now that they were clean and 
in order again, they looked even more beautiful. Gently, he shook Crowley's shoulder. 


"Would you give me the spray bottle, my dear?" 


Crowley did as asked, still relaxed on the sofa, and Aziraphale sprayed his wings quickly. The 
demon flinched as the first spray of water hit him. Most of the water rolled off his feathers, 
dripping onto the sofa. The drops that remained on Crowley's dark wings sparkled in the light, like 
shooting stars in the night. Aziraphale gave the demon's wings a last adoring glance before sitting 
back and gently touching Crowley's shoulder. 


"I'm done, love. Would you stretch your wings? It'll help with aligning them perfectly." 


Crowley turned, pushing himself up and did as asked. His wings rustled slightly as he stretched 
them out, either tip reaching the ends of Aziraphale's sofa. Crowley looked content like this, and 


happy. 


Aziraphale was glad that the demon had trusted him enough to let him care for him that way. He 
sat up and unfolded his wings just as Crowley tucked his in. 

Crowley's sincere, slightly choked, "Thank you, Master-" was interrupted by the angel folding his 
wings around Crowley in a gesture of protection. 


"It is alright, my love. Thank you for letting me preen your wings. They are breath-taking." 


For a few minutes, the two stayed that way, Crowley resting his head against Aziraphale's 
shoulder, the angel's wings curled around him protectively. Crowley felt his eyes slowly slip shut. 
He was tired. Getting his wings preened had been more exhausting than he had anticipated, and he 
had not slept much lately. The past few nights he had been too worried to actually fall asleep and 
the bit of rest he was allowed to get now felt heavenly. 


Not a minute later, the doorbell rang (a new one Aziraphale had recently installed), disturbing the 
peace. Aziraphale shifted, his wings rustling, and sat up abruptly. He got up with a sigh and a look 
of annoyance on his face. 


Crowley hunched in on himself, afraid of directing that annoyance on himself. The relaxed, 
carefree atmosphere had vanished abruptly, leaving him with a feeling of anxiety at his Master’s 
annoyance. He should have known better! He should have gotten up immediately after Aziraphale 
had finished his preening. He should have made himself useful instead of lazing around, being all 
but a burden to his Master. 


Not looking at Crowley, Aziraphale folded his wings away. He did not look truly mad, but 
Crowley knew that it did not have to be an indicator to what he really felt. 


"T'll see to the customer, love, you just stay here. It will be quick - I don't usually sell my books." 


He smiled at Crowley quickly, in a distracted manner and then turned to take the stairs, leaving 
Crowley to sit on the sofa alone. The demon pulled his knees up to his chest, hugging them tightly. 
His Master had told him not to move and therefore he wouldn't — no matter how much he wanted to 
go downstairs and apologise to him. 

He could always make it up later to Aziraphale for being so lazy later, he decided, clenching his 
hands. 

He would have to, anyways. 


The man who had come in the shop was young and looked stressed, holding a potted plant in his 


hands, of all things. He shot Aziraphale a quick smile, setting the plant down on a miraculously 
empty bookshelf. 


"Hello. I uh, I was looking for a gift for my fiancée’s father. I bought him this plant, but my fiancée 
told me he already has one of these, so I thought maybe he'd enjoy a book?" 


The man looked around somewhat desperately, trying to navigate in the overstuffed shop. He 
seemed overwhelmed by Aziraphale's collection and by the way he kept turning to the shop's door, 
it was clear he did not want to spend more time than necessary in the bookshop. 

Aziraphale took pity on him. 


"There's quite a lovely gift shop just around the corner, I’m sure you'll find a gift there he might 
enjoy. It's always a bit harder with, but gift shop sells chocolates, wines and other things that would 
make for a lovely present." 


Aziraphale's voice was kind but firm. He wanted the man out of his shop as soon as possible and he 
absolutely did not want him to leave with one of the books. He had already sold one to the lady 
from a few days ago. Luckily, the customer's face lit up, and he thanked Aziraphale profusely, his 
hands fluttering around. 


"Thank you so much Sir, you're probably right and I don't even know what type of book he likes to 
read. Keep the plant, yes? See it as a thank-you gift, you really did save me here." 


And with that, he opened the door again and left as quickly as he had come. 
Aziraphale smiled after him, snapping his fingers. The young man would find a gift perfectly 
suited to his soon to be father-in-law's tastes, and at a reduced price, too. 


Aziraphale flipped the shop’s sign to 'Closed’, just in case any more stressed men decided to pay 
him a visit. On his way back to the stairs, Aziraphale passed the potted plant the man had left on 
the shelf. He picked it up, inspecting it. It was a nice ne with pretty flowers and lush, green leaves, 
but he had no idea what to do with it. He had never bought a plant before and didn’t know about 
what kind of environment they needed. Was it different for each type of plant? 


He was still thinking about it, when he opened the door to the living room, surprised by the sight 
that greeted him. 


Crowley was sitting on the sofa exactly where Aziraphale had left him, with his knees pulled to his 
chest and staring off into the distance. His knuckles were white from him clenching his hands and 
he was biting down on his lip heavily. Worried, Aziraphale put the customer's plant on a nearby 
bookshelf before he crossed the room, coming to a stop in front of the demon. 


"Are you quite alright, dear?" 


Crowley's head shot up at his Master's question. He hadn't heard the angel come in and he was 
already halfway off the sofa when he remembered that Aziraphale did not like seeing him kneel. 
He stopped, perched on the edge of the sofa, looking up at his Master. 


"I, 1am well Master, thank you for asking. Is there- how may I help you? Is there anything I can 
do for you?" 


Crowley was well aware that his voice sounded desperate, but he couldn't quite bring himself to 
care. He had been Jazy, had just sat there instead of helping and serving his Master like he was 
supposed to! It didn't matter that Aziraphale had ordered him to stay where he was, he should at 
least have thought of a way to be useful to the angel. 


Crowley tensed as Aziraphale stepped closer to him, sitting down in a chair opposite to the sofa. 
The angel looked calm, if a bit pained and Crowley could not decipher what it would mean for 
him. What would his Master do? 


"Actually, yes, there is something you could do, love." 


Crowley tensed before forcing himself to relax again. He deserved whatever was coming, he knew 
so, but that did not mean that taking his punishment would be any easier. 

He didn't look Aziraphale in the eyes, instead choosing to focus on a spot just next to his face. He 
nodded, showed that he was willing. 


“Well,” Aziraphale began, “I wated to talk about your wings, actually. I've never seen wings like 
yours before. They are stunning, and as I said I've never seen anything like them before, and I 
meant to ask you how they got that way. I thought all demons’ wings were plain black? I’ve never 
seen decorated wings. Yours are far more beautiful than any other pair, I am sure of that." 


Aziraphale smiled at Crowley, who was just staring at him, his expression a mixture of wonder and 
confusion. Sometimes the angel really wished he could know what Crowley was thinking. The 
demon shifted, the air around him rippling as if he were about to unfurl his wings once again. But 
he merely re-positioned himself, his head bowed. 


"Thank you, Master. I, I do not deserve such kind words when your wings are so much more 
beautiful. They are the biggest I have ever seen and your feathers are so soft. I-" 


Crowley swallowed heavily, stopping. His hands were methodically clenching and unclenching, 
something which Aziraphale had seen him do a lot when he felt stressed or unsafe. 


"My wings used to be like yours, Master. Before I Fell. Smaller, of course and less soft; but they 
were white. Back when... back when I was an angel, I was tasked with creating and hanging up the 
stars. I formed all of them, I created them, and they were my proudest achievement. I created 
something beautiful but when I Fell, I had to give them up. No one should know a demon had 
created the stars. But..." 


Crowley trailed off, his eyes focussed on the window to Aziraphale's left, as if he could see his 
stars even now. 


"I did not want to give them up, so I kept them. Not every star, of course, but I copied the most 
beautiful ones, the ones I was the proudest of, and I put them into my wings to keep them with me. 
To keep them safe. They remind me that I was an angel too, once. They remind me that I am 
capable of doing good." 


For a few seconds neither Crowley nor Aziraphale said anything. Crowley was still looking out the 
window with an empty stare as if he were seeing the stars and galaxies he had created instead of the 
busy streets outside. Aziraphale in turn, was staring at Crowley. 


What the demon had told him had hurt to hear. Aziraphale hadn't known that Crowley was still 
grieving the loss of his life as an angel — he hadn't even given thought to that! 

And the stars... Aziraphale had always been told that one angel or another had hung them. He 
could see why Heaven would keep it a secret that a demon had created the stars — after all, why 
would they attribute something so beautiful to someone they saw as less? It would tarnish their 
reputation, Aziraphale imagined. 


But to Crowley, it surely must have been terrible to not only have lost what he had created but also 
to not even be credited for it. It simultaneously angered and saddened Aziraphale. 


Seeing Crowley stare longingly out the window only made matters worse. 


Aziraphale straightened, deciding that he had to distract Crowley somehow, if only to make that 
sad look on his face disappear. Maybe later he could try and help cheer Crowley up somehow. 


"Thank you for telling me, love. I am deeply sorry that you had that happen to you. But just know 
that your wings are gorgeous and look like the most beautiful of galaxies I have ever seen. If you'd 
like to, I would love to hear more about your stars someday." 


Aziraphale smiled softly at Crowley's quick, almost eager nod, before continuing. 


"There's another thing that I'd like to ask you. The customer from earlier brought a plant with him 
but I'm afraid I'm no use when it comes to them - I do not even know what it's called. Could you 
help me with deciding where I should put it? I think that you could enjoy it, the plant really is quite 
beautiful." 


Crowley nodded, finally looking away from the window. 
"Of course, Master." 


He still sounded a little sad, and Aziraphale promised himself that he would find a way to give 
Crowley back part of what he had created. Maybe they could talk about the stars one day or he 
could find something he could gift Crowley with. He would think about it later. For now, he would 
focus on distracting Crowley and finding a suitable place for his new plant. 


Aziraphale smiled and led the way to the bookcase where he had put the plant. Aziraphale stepped 
aside to let Crowley see it clearly. 


The demon's eyes widened, stepping forward to take a better look at it, his arm already halfway 
outstretched before he hastily pulled his hand back. He threw a quick, cautious glance at 
Aziraphale, who nodded in encouragement. 


"You can touch it if you'd like to, love." 


Crowley looked back at the plant, hesitating. Then, he slowly, carefully reached out again, trailing 
his fingers over the pot. His hands wandered over the plant’s leaves, his touch light, almost a 
caress. Aziraphale watched as Crowley admired the plant, looking it over. 


Aziraphale had never seen Crowley with such a look of longing on his face, as if he desperately 
wanted to keep the plant. He checked the individual leaves and stroked over the flowers quickly, a 
delicate touch. Crowley's enthusiasm was visible on his face. Perhaps Aziraphale had found the 
ideal place for the plant, after all. 


"Would you like to keep it?" 
Crowley's head shot up at the question. 
"What?" 


"I've got no use for it, and I can see that you like it, dear. If you want to, I'll gladly give it to you so 
that you can keep it in your room or wherever you’d like." 


For a few seconds Crowley could do nothing but stare at Aziraphale in shock. Then, he slowly 
shook his head. 


"I couldn't. It is yours and I have no right to keep it. You are beyond kind for offering, Master, but 
it wouldn't be right." 


"Nonsense!" 
Aziraphale softened his voice when he saw Crowley cringe and flinch back at his answer. 


"I meant that I want to give it to you, Crowley. See it as a thank-you for letting me groom your 
wings." 


Aziraphale smiled, letting a bit of reassurance and care seep into his aura. Crowley threw a quick 
glance at the plant, seemingly still unsure. 


"What would I have to do in return, Master?" 


Crowley sounded resigned, his posture was rigid and tense. He was looking at Aziraphale as if he 
wanted to prove to him that he would do whatever was asked of him. Aziraphale couldn't help but 
feel slightly hurt. He had thought that by now Crowley understood that he didn’t owe Aziraphale 
anything for basic kindness. But apparently, Aziraphale had not made himself as clear as he should 
have. 


"You don't need to do anything in return, love. I neither expect nor want anything from you, I want 
to give the plant to you as a gift and a simple thank-you will definitely do suffice, as with 
everything else." 


Aziraphale had kept his voice as calm as possible, a small smile fixed on his face. 

He felt slightly helpless. Of course, he was aware that it would take Crowley a long time to feel 
comfortable around him and even longer to break the habits his previous... Masters had installed in 
him, but the demon's reaction had still stung. 


Aziraphale had thought that slowly, Crowley might be accepting that he wouldn't harm him, had 
thought that maybe Crowley had grown to trust him a little more. But apparently- 


No. 


The angel stopped that thought as soon as it had come to him. He was being unfair to Crowley, 
after all, the demon had started trusting him little by little. The lone fact that he had let Aziraphale 
groom his wings was proof enough. Crowley had been through terrible things. Aziraphale should 
be proud of Crowley for how far he had come instead of being hurt that the demon needed more 
time to recover. 


"As I said, you do not need to do anything in order to thank me and I'm sorry if I made you think 
otherwise. I would love to give the plant to you as a gift but if you don't want me to, you can say 

so. It is fine either way - there will be no consequences. But," he added firmly, "I would be happy 
if you took it. I can see that you like it and I do think it'd look good in your room." 


Crowley took a deep, steadying breath and managed a small nod. 


"Thank you, Master. I apologise for... insinuating that you would want anything in return, I, I will 
not do so again. The plant is beautiful, and I cannot- Thank you. Aziraphale. Thank you." 


Crowley shook his head. His chest felt heavy, and his eyes were burning slightly, but the terrible, 
restricting sensation that usually accompanied these symptoms was missing. There was no fear — 
for the first time in hundreds of years, Crowley wasn't afraid. He released a shaky breath. He hadn't 
known that he was even capable of not always being terrified. 


Crowley looked up sharply as Aziraphale moved. The angel was smiling and holding the plant — 
begonia some part or Crowley's mind supplied — ready to give it to Crowley. 


"Thank you for calling me by my name, dear. I know that it must be hard for you not to address me 
as ‘Master’, " Aziraphale frowned at the word, "and I'm happy you tried not to." 


For a moment, Crowley could do nothing but stare at the angel. What was he talking about? 
Had he accidentally let his name slip instead of addressing him correctly? 


For a split second, Crowley could feel his heart rate pick up in speed, before forcing himself to 
remember that Aziraphale had not seemed to care. No, he had been happy even, as if Crowley's 
stupid mistake had been something good. He had not been mad because of Crowley's slip-up and 
Crowley would be blessed if he didn't take that in stride. 


"Are you alright, love? Did I say something wrong?" 


Aziraphale was still holding the plant although he now looked slightly worried. Crowley nodded 
quickly. 


"I'm fine, thank you, Ma-. I'm fine. I just, I didn't realise I hadn't addressed you correctly. I..." 


Crowley trailed off, unsure as what to say. He couldn't apologise, not when Aziraphale had been so 
obviously pleased, but he felt uneasy with the thought of simply doing... nothing. 

Thankfully, Aziraphale saw Crowley's conflict and acted before Crowley said something he might 
regret. 


"Well, as I said I was happy about it. I would like for you to stop calling me Master, but I 
understand that it will take some time to get used to." 


Aziraphale gave a quick smile and finally handed Crowley the plant he must have been holding for 
some minutes now. 


"If you want to, we can think of an alternative name later, love. I'll leave you alone so you can put 
the plant wherever you'd like. You can put it in your room or wherever else you want to. It's your 
choice. I'll be downstairs, just call me if you need anything." 


Aziraphale stepped back, ready to leave before he reconsidered and touched Crowley's shoulder 
briefly, squeezing it softly. He smiled at the demon before he headed downstairs, leaving an 
overwhelmed Crowley standing in the middle of his living room, clutching the begonia to his 
chest. 
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It didn't look right on the kitchen table or the edge of the bathtub. Neither on one of the countless 
overflowing bookshelves or the small table in the hallway. None of the windowsills in Aziraphale's 
flat were broad enough for the plant and Crowley feared for the begonia's life if he just left it on 

the floor. 

Crowley didn't dare entering his Master's bedroom without explicit permission, so that left only one 
other room — Crowley’s own. 


He had been standing in front of his door for longer than he cared to admit, the begonia clutched to 
his chest. He was too afraid to open the door; yet to selfish to leave. 


Crowley shifted a little, holding the plant just a little bit tighter. Problem was, he wanted. He 
wanted to enter his room and see if the begonia would look good in it, see if there was a suitable 
place for it. But he didn't dare to. He did not want to bring his hopes up only to have them crushed 
later on when Aziraphale decided that he was not worthy of having a plant, something to care for, 
after all. 


Crowley sighed quietly, looking down at the begonia. The selfish, forbidden feeling of want was 
an almost uncomfortable sensation in his stomach. 

Absent-mindedly, Crowley stroked a finger over one of the plant's leaves. It would look gorgeous 
on the old wooden desk next to the window. The place would be perfect — the begonia would get 
enough sunlight and the colourful blossoms would bring some life into Crowley's otherwise neutral 
room. 


Gathering all his courage, Crowley dared taking a small, hesitant step closer to his room. The 
floorboard underneath him creaked and he halted, his breath hitching. Had he alarmed Aziraphale? 
Would his Master storm upstairs, sneering at Crowley for presuming that something as beautiful as 
the begonia would ever be his? 


But no sounds could be heard from downstairs other than the angel's quiet humming. There were 
no hasty steps at the stairs, no angry shouts, no mocking laughter. His Master did not seem to have 
noticed Crowley's greediness just yet. 


He let out a slow breath and, before he could talk himself out of it, he pushed the door open, 


stepping into his bedroom. If his Master did not want Crowley to take the plant to his room, he 
would find out soon enough. 


Downstairs, Aziraphale was humming to the music from his turntable, taking the time to just relax 
a bit, still tired from the wing grooming. While good, it had also been emotionally draining. It had 
always taken a lot of effort for Aziraphale to make himself vulnerable before someone, and even 
though he trusted Crowley, the demon had been no exception. At least his wings felt clean again. 
Crowley really had done a marvellous job at preening them. 


All in all, he should feel good, relaxed and happy, but his earlier realisation that Crowley might not 
trust him as much as Aziraphale had previously thought had definitely dampened his mood. It had 
hurt, at first, the realisation that Crowley was still living in fear of him. But now that Aziraphale 
had calmed down a little and had distanced himself emotionally, he could see how presumptuous 
he had been. 


The demon had been with him only for a few short months and Aziraphale knew what horrors he 
had lived through with his previous Masters. It should not have come as a surprise that Crowley 
still was suspicious of him. And still, Aziraphale had been hurt by it. 


He understood his own reaction only partially: He had held an expectation which had proven not to 
be correct. It was normal to be disappointed over something like this, but that still didn't explain the 
sliver of genuine hurt Aziraphale had felt at Crowley’s distrust. 


For reasons Aziraphale did not quite understand, he wanted Crowley to trust him. And more, he 
wanted Crowley to like him, even. To enjoy being in his company. He had never, never felt that 
way before. Oh, of course he enjoyed being liked — who didn't, after all? But it had never been a 
need, he had never wanted anyone to like him so desperately. Why he felt this way about a demon 
of all things, he wasn't sure. He was sure, however, that he would give his bets to prove himself 
trustworthy to Crowley eventually. 


Upstairs, Crowley was facing a completely different problem. 
His room was perfect. 


Therefore, Crowley had begun by placing the flower in different locations all around his room — 
the windowsill, the edge of his bed frame, on the floor directly underneath the window. He had 
even grown desperate enough as to put it in the middle of his terribly soft carpet before he had 
finally dared putting it on his desk, the one spot he feared might be perfect. 


And there it stood now, a flower so beautiful that it seemed to light up the whole room. The green 
of its leaves complimented the room nicely, just as Crowley had thought. The begonia's colours 
were vibrant and looked all the better in the demon's otherwise somewhat dark room. It seemed as 
if the plant were made for the room, belonged to it even. It seemed as if the flower belonged to 
Crowley. 


And that was where the problem lay. 

The plant did not belong to him. Even though his Master had asked Crowley to find a suitable place 
for the begonia, even though he had even offered him to keep it, it did not mean that he wouldn't 
change his mind. 


Crowley had faced a Master's whims and their usually brutal outcomes too often to allow himself to 


be optimistic about this. Granted, maybe Aziraphale would allow him to keep the plant for now, 
but how long would his mercy last? Crowley was certain that the time would come where 
Aziraphale would take the begonia from him again, either to punish him or to prove the power he 
held over Crowley. 


Or — and the thought alone made an uneasy feeling spread in Crowley's gut — Aziraphale would 
allow him to keep the plant in his room, care for it and look after it, but he would make Crowley 
pay for it. 


If Crowley kept the begonia, he would be in the angel's debt. No matter what Aziraphale had 
claimed earlier, there was no way - Crowley would not have to do anything in return. He couldn't 
just be left unscathed, he had to pay off his debt somehow. 


And while Crowley had reluctantly gotten used to the thought that Aziraphale would not abuse him 
sexually, there were many more ways in which the angel could hurt him, in which he could make 
him pay for being granted this one wish. 


A small voice in the back of Crowley's head chimed in, insisting that so far, the angel had not done 
anything at all to hurt Crowley. The contrary, in fact: Aziraphale had gone out of his way to make 
him feel as cared-for and safe as possible. 


Crowley squashed the traitorous voice. No matter how kind Aziraphale had been so far, it did not 
mean that he would let everything slide. Especially not blatant greediness and vanity on Crowley's 
part. 


With one last, lingering look around the room, Crowley carefully picked up the begonia again, 
leaving his room empty and grey once more. He would take the plant downstairs to Aziraphale 
before he lost himself to wishful thinking any longer. 


Aziraphale startled as he heard Crowley clear his throat behind him. He silenced the turntable, 
which had started playing Beethoven less than five minutes ago, with a wave of his hand before 
turning around to face the demon standing in the doorway, who had his eyes trained in the floor 
and begonia clutched to his chest. 


"Are you alright, love?" 


Crowley nodded mutely, glancing up at Aziraphale. His shoulders were hunched, as if he were 
trying to curl protectively around the begonia. His posture screamed 'defensive' and his eyes 
wandered around the room, looking anywhere but at Aziraphale. 


He didn’t answer, though, and when almost a minute had passed Aziraphale prodded gently, not 
wanting to alarm him. 


"Have you found a suitable place for it?" 

"Yes, Master. I-" 

Crowley broke off, shaking his head, his face now significantly paler. 

"I'm sorry. No. I meant to say no, I did not find a suitable place. Iam sorry." 


Aziraphale frowned slightly. 


It was obvious Crowley was lying but the angel couldn't figure out for the life of him why. 


"You know," he said carefully, "you can put the flower wherever you want. Everywhere is fine, 
Crowley, and be it in the toilet. I meant it when I said you could choose a place for it at your own 
will." 


Aziraphale tried what he had done about a hundred times already since Crowley had come to live 
with him — he poured all the positive feelings he could muster into his aura and let them wash over 
Crowley. 


It worked better than it ever had before. Crowley relaxed a little, the tension bleeding out of him. 
His breath slowed down and his shoulders slumped. Aziraphale tried very hard to fight off the 
smile that threatened to creep on his face at the effect his little trick had had on Crowley. It was 
good, seeing Crowley relaxed. All that stress couldn’t be good for his body. 


The demon took a deep breath, his thumb slowly stroking over the flowerpot in a repetitive motion. 
He seemed to gather his courage, standing up straighter. 


"Then," he started, voice trembling ever so slightly, "I would like to keep it in my room. Please. If 
you'd be so kind as to allow me to." 


Aziraphale couldn't fight off the grin. He nodded vigorously, trying to keep his voice at a normal 
volume. 


"Of course, love. I'm very happy that you decided to keep it - I wouldn't know how to care for a 
flower, anyways." 


Aziraphale’s heart lurched as he saw a shadow of an answering smile on Crowley’s face. It could 
barely be called a smile at all but to Aziraphale, it was a success. 


"Well, would you lead the way?" Aziraphale asked, following Crowley as the demon slowly made 
his way upstairs, hands still cupped protectively around the begonia. 


Crowley could barely believe his luck. He was slightly unsteady on his feet, light-headed from his 
success. 


Aziraphale had allowed him to keep the plant. He had neither mocked him not taken the plant 
away from him. No, the angel was following upstairs to see where exactly Crowley would place is, 
as if he actually valued Crowley’s input. Oh Satan, Crowley could only hope that Aziraphale 
would allow him to place the begonia on his desk. 


With trembling hands, Crowley pushed his door open, all too aware of the angel's presence behind 
him. It felt as if his Master were watching his every move, just waiting for a mistake. Realistically, 
Crowley knew that the angel had kept his distance, but he could not help feeling a little crowded. 
He couldn’t mess this up, couldn’t fuck up his own chances of keeping the plant. 


With a shaky breath, the demon stepped onto the soft, red carpet. He made his way over to the 
desk, just waiting for a hand to grab his arm, a voice to tell him that he had been too greedy. Don't 
you know you don't deserve things for yourself, you're nothing, how could you ever think you could 
own anything when you're the one being owned- 


Crowley nearly let the plant drop with how quickly the memory of Gabriel had come rushing back. 
He had forgotten about it, one of the thousands of instances Gabriel had abused and mocked him 


for being too greedy. He took a deep, shuddering breath to id himself of the nasty voice in his head, 
focus on the here and now. 


Well. Apparently, Crowley was not as sure of his current Master's goodwill as he had hoped, if the 
memory proved anything. He stopped in front of the desk, begonia clutched tightly to his chest. 
Crowley hesitated a few seconds before he set it down, trying to make as little noise as possible. 
Then, he turned, taking a quick step away from the table lest he angered his Master by displaying 
too much ownership over the plant. 


Unlike expected, his Master was not standing right next to Crowley, ready to slap him or take the 

plant away; no, the angel was standing in the doorframe, hands relaxed at his sides, a smile on his 
face. And his aura... All Crowley could feel were joy and calmness, none of the anger and ridicule 
he had feared he would find. Even when he began speaking, Aziraphale did not come closer. 


"It looks perfect, my dear. I like the spot you chose; it really does light up the room. You've got a 
good eye for that. I doubt I ever would have found a place as nice as this one. I'm happy you 
decided to keep it, suits the room perfectly." 


Aziraphale gave another smile, as if he hadn't just complimented Crowley like it was nothing. 
Crowley opened his mouth, trying to answer, to show respect, but 

the words were stuck in his throat. Aziraphale just smiled reassuringly, still not coming closer, still 
not invading Crowley's personal space or hurting him. 


Instead, the angel shook his head softly and snapped his fingers, the music downstairs picking up 
where he had stopped it earlier. 


"T'll give you a bit of time to water the plant and such. You can use the spray bottle you used on my 
wings earlier; it should appear on your desk in a minute. If you need anything at all, just come 
downstairs. And I mean it," he added, "the place you chose really is perfect. I have no doubt that 
you will care well for your plant." 


Aziraphale gave a last smile, about the hundredth Crowley must have received today, before he 
turned and left Crowley alone. Simultaneously, the spray bottle appeared on the desk with a small 
‘pop’. For a second, Crowley could do nothing but stand there, eyes fixed on the spot where his 
Master had been just seconds ago. Then, heart racing and eyes slightly wet, he went to work. 


The bottle was still unfamiliar to him, its thin water spray still unsettling Crowley a little. He 
watered the plant carefully, his arm extended in order to keep the spray as far away from him as 
possible. The first few times the bottle emitted a small sound when Crowley pushed the lever the 
demon to flinched, but after the third or fourth try, he slowly got used to it. 


After one last spritz Crowley carefully set the spray bottle back down, examining it from afar. He 
shuddered slightly as he remembered the sensation of the water running down his wings. It had not 
been uncomfortable per se, but the unfamiliar feeling had still almost frightened Crowley. In his 
experience, new sensations usually led to pain and torture. 


Aziraphale had not harmed him, though. Instead, the angel had tried his best to make Crowley feel 
comfortable. He had explained what he would do before he had done it and he had been so 
incredibly gentle. 


It had taken Crowley a lot of effort to unfold his wings in front of the angel. Only very few Masters 
had made him that vulnerable, but instead of the expected pain, Crowley had gotten gentleness and 


affection from Aziraphale. 


It had helped, he realised, the kindness had helped Crowley relax a tad. Enough to open up a little. 
Enough to tell Aziraphale about his creations. 

Crowley felt the familiar tug of pain that came whenever he thought about the stars and galaxies. 
They had been his. He had created them, and they had been taken from him when he had Fallen. It 
was the secret and the pain he held the closest to his heart. The story of his stars was precious to 
him, something solely his. Something that no one — not even Gabriel — had been able to take away 
from him. 


And now he had gone and told Aziraphale about his greatest achievement, his secret. In a way that 
had made him more vulnerable than even the wing-grooming had. 


And somehow, Crowley did not regret it. Aziraphale's reaction had been kind and understanding. It 
had almost felt as if the angel really was upset about the injustice Crowley had experienced. It had 
felt as if Aziraphale cared, somehow. 


The thought alone was a strange one. Why would the angel care? It was only Crowley after all, his 
slave, why would Aziraphale care about what had hurt him so long ago? 


Crowley was aware that in theory, angels were supposed to care about everyone. But every angelic 
Master he had ever had, had definitely made Crowley re-consider this stereotype. There was 
nothing good about most of them and except for Aziraphale, no angel had ever shown Crowley 
kindness. 


With a slight shake of his head Crowley snapped back into the present. It was no use contemplating 
an angel's kindness — he should be happy about how gentle, and patient Aziraphale was with him, 
not ungrateful and doubting. His Master had proven to be kind and more generous than Crowley 
deserved and he'd be blessed if he didn't treasure that. 


Downstairs, Aziraphale was preparing their dinner. It was mainly an assortment of fresh fruits and 
pancakes, so really more breakfast than dinner. But Crowley had liked the fruit Aziraphale had 
given him a few days ago and Aziraphale was intent on giving the demon what he liked. 


He was just about to go upstairs to inform Crowley that dinner was ready when he heard soft 
footsteps coming from the direction of the stairs. Apparently, Crowley had been able to break 
away from his plant, then. Brilliant. Aziraphale turned to him with a smile. 


"I prepared dinner for us, if you're hungry. If not it's no problem — it won’t spoil. But if you'd like, 
you can eat as much as you want." 


Aziraphale gestured at the table with another slight smile, making his way over to his chair. 
Crowley joined him slowly, eyes taking in the food in wonder. 


"Thank you, Master. You didn't- you could have called me and I would have helped or prepared 
the food instead! It's my responsibility, after all." 


"It doesn't have to be your responsibility, Crowley. Iam as much part of this household as you are, 
and I don't mind cooking. I'm happy if you want to help me in any way but you don't have to. Also, 
I enjoy cooking. Food was always one of the pleasures this Earth has to offer that I understood the 

best." 


Aziraphale was trying his best not to make Crowley feel criticised. The demon had sunken in on 


himself a little, but he nodded, looking up at Aziraphale quickly. That was as good as it was going 
to get it seemed. Well, then. 


"Please take what you want, love. I can always make more. Or you can, if you'd like." 
Crowley complied. 


They ate in silence, Crowley mostly picking out berries and dipping them in a little honey. The 
bread went untouched. But all in all, Crowley seemed to enjoy dinner, as did Aziraphale. Pancakes 
and other desserts had always been one of his guilty pleasures. 


They finished sooner than Aziraphale had anticipated. As soon as he had swallowed his last bite, 
Crowley made to stand up to do the dishes. Aziraphale cleared his throat quickly. 


“Actually, love, do you mind waiting for a minute? Sit back down, please.” 
Crowley nodded and sat down, facing Aziraphale with a wary look. The angel leaned back in his 
chair, trying to make his body language as open and welcoming as possible. 


"I wanted to talk about what you're calling me right now, love. As you know I don't enjoy being 
called "Master" although I understand that it is force of habit. But I also noticed that you called me 
by my name earlier which, admittedly, made me happy." 


Crowley didn’t respond. He just kept looking intently at him, eyebrows drawn together as if he 
were desperately trying to figure something out. Not wanting to sen the wrong message, Aziraphale 
continued quickly. 


"Well, as I said, I was pleased that you called me by my name, even if you probably did not do it 
on purpose, which, in my opinion, makes it even better. I think it shows that at least subconsciously 
you are slowly breaking away from the mindset of you being beneath me. Which is a good thing!" 
he added hastily when Crowley tensed up. 


"It's a good thing. But again, I understand that stopping with the “Master” is difficult, so I thought 
we could start off slow with some alternatives to my name, if you'd like." 


Aziraphale interrupted himself, forcing himself to wait for Crowley's answer before scared the 
demon with his abundance of ideas. After a minute, Crowley nodded almost imperceptibly. 
Aziraphale breathed out slowly and braced himself. He was surprisingly nervous. 


"Do you have any suggestions, is there anything you want to call me? Almost everything is fine, 
my dear." 


Aziraphale wanted to let Crowley decide first instead of forcing him to use a name he might feel 
uncomfortable with. He did not, in any way, want to remind Crowley of his previous Masters. After 
a few seconds of thinking, Crowley answered quietly, his eyes once more glued to the table. 


"Would 'Sir' be fine, Master? It would still demonstrate the necessary respect for you." 
Aziraphale just barely resisted a frown. This was not exactly what he had meant. 


"I am as little a 'Master' as I am a 'Sir', Crowley. You don't have to prove respect by calling me 
anything in that direction. I don't want to feel as if I were above, you whenever you talk to me. 
Another name, maybe? You could just call me Aziraphale, if you want. Or almost any nickname. 
Heaven, even a simple ‘angel’ would do the job." 


At that, Crowley looked up. He just watched Aziraphale for a moment, his eyes searching the 


angel's as if they were looking for any hint of a lie. Apparently, he found none. And ever so 
slowly, Crowley nodded slightly. 


"I like ‘angel’. I would like to call you that, Ma- Aziraphale. But I cannot guarantee that I will be 
able to switch immediately and I, I'm sorry for that. Angel." 


Aziraphale smiled reassuringly. 


"It's fine, love. Take as much time as you need, I promise I will not be mad if you accidentally slip 
up. All that matters to me is that you try." 


Crowley nodded once more, releasing a shuddering breath. The nickname seemed to help the dear. 
Aziraphale could- 


Aziraphale froze. Oh no. The nickname. What if- He spoke up quickly, a little too loudly, only 
realising now that he, too, called Crowley by names that weren’t his. Had done so just now, in his 
thoughts. 


"Crowley, tell me honestly, are you alright with what I call you? All the nicknames — love, dear 
and such. Should I stop with them? I use them automatically and I’m sorry, are they making you 
uncomfortable?" 


At Aziraphale’s unexpected question, Crowley quickly shook his head, hands coming up as if to 
reach for the angel before he let them fall back under the table. 


"No, Ma- angel, the nicknames are fine! I don't mind them. They are... nice, actually. Pleasant. 
They make me feel cared for." 


Crowley was blushing as he stopped talking, eyes fixed on a spot somewhere above Aziraphale's 
head, not daring to look at the angel 


They make me feel safe, he didn't add but the words burnt on his tongue. Slowly, he glanced at the 
angel, afraid of any trace of mockery he might find on his face. 


But to his surprise, there was none. On the contrary — Aziraphale looked... touched, almost. He 
was smiling brightly, extending his hand to squeeze the demon's. 


"I'm happy to hear that, love. I will continue calling you that then, if it's alright with you." 


Crowley nodded and squeezed Aziraphale’s hand back. And when Aziraphale stood up, to collect 
the used plates, Crowley followed suit, the barest hint of a smile on his face. 
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As much as Aziraphale liked people, talking to them could be a tad tedious, sometimes. The shop 
assistant in front of him seemed to agree, judging from her slightly pained smile. Their little chat 
had been going on for quite a while now, and if neither of them was enjoying this, Aziraphale 
would make this as quick as possible. 


Shopping was not an activity he much enjoyed, and he was looking forward to being back in his 
bookshop again. So far, he had gotten everything he wanted, and if he only passed this last hurdle, 
too, he’d soon be free to go home again, various gifts richer. 


So, he tried on his best smile. The shop assistant returned it, though hers was slightly more of a 
grimace. Aziraphale sympathised. He, too, hadn’t thought he would be spending close to an hour in 
this store. But by now, they were in this together. And as soon as he had gotten what he wanted, 
he’d thank the shop assistant not only with a tip but also a small miracle that would hopefully make 
her day. There was just one last thing to buy. 


“Do you also have a planetary system?" 
The sales assistant nodded and turned to leave almost immediately. 


“In the back,” she called over her shoulder, “I'll be back in a minute. Please don’t come along! Just 
stay where you are. I'll be right back.” 


That was a whole lot of instructions, Aziraphale thought, but he did as asked. He’d simply use the 
time to browse a little. 


A good fifteen minutes later Aziraphale left the shop with a broad smile and a bag in hand. Thanks 
to the shop assistant — Lindsay, if he remembered correctly — he had been successful. Finally. He 
would make the rest of the week go well for her. 


Aziraphale hurried on his way back home — he had hesitated to leave Crowley alone in the 
bookshop, not sure how well the demon would deal with it. Initially, he hadn’t wanted to leave at 
all, but Crowley had reassured him that he didn’t mind. He had seemed surprisingly sure, too — 
while he hadn’t quite looked him in the eyes, he had not apologised or stammered once, nor had he 
made himself small or called Aziraphale ‘Master’. It had given Aziraphale the reassurance he 
needed, and he had left, expecting that it would take him half an hour at most. But by now, 
Aziraphale had been gone for almost an hour and couldn't help but worry how Crowley was doing. 


Crowley would be fine, Aziraphale told himself firmly. He was a demon, for God’s sake, and for 


all that Aziraphale knew, he probably appreciated some distance between them. Some time alone. 
Still. 


Better to speed up slightly and not leave Crowley waiting for much longer. 


Crowley had checked the clock for the fourth time now. His Mas- Sir- Aziraphale had only been 
gone for a little more than an hour and already, Crowley felt uneasy. 


When the angel had left, he’d promised to be back soon. He’d even seemed hesitant to leave, 
asking thrice if Crowley was alright with it. Crowley had affirmed it, dared telling him that he’d be 
fine on his own and finally, his Master had left. 


It had seemed like a gift, having Aziraphale out of the flat for a few precious minutes. Crowley 
having some time to himself, most likely unobserved as Aziraphale didn’t seem the type to put up 
cameras. Twenty minutes, Aziraphale had promised. His shopping trip would take twenty minutes. 


Twenty minutes! 


That was the most free time Crowley had had in millennia. Twenty minutes without a Master 
hovering nearby, watching his every move, eagerly waiting for a mistake. It had seemed like pure 
bliss. 


But by now, more than an hour had ticked by, and with every passing minute, Crowley felt more 
unease. Being alone was incredible. It was freeing, almost unbelievable. It felt like the world was 
his — he could sit where he wanted, how he wanted. Could get up and walk to any corner of the flat 
he liked. He could drink water when he wanted to, could 0 to any room he liked. He had even 
dared standing in front of one of the many bookshelves Aziraphale had, reading the titles from a 
distance. It felt like freedom, being able to do that. 


But that exhilarating, freeing feeling had slowly diminished with every tick of the clock. Nausea 
had started to creep up on him and with it, the worry. Previous Masters had rarely left him alone, 
and when they had, their return had usually meant more punishment and pain for him. 


Michael had been especially fond of that. Crowley could still vividly remember the many times she 
had left him alone in right after an unusually brutal punishment. He had been bleeding, weak and 
afraid, shivering on the floor, begging the empty space around him for any kind of mercy, a touch, 
a healing miracle. Anything other than the silence around him, the dreadful anticipation. He had 
begged for his Master to come back, and when she had, with ‘gifts’ in store, he had cursed himself 
for ever wanting her to return. 


Being left alone after a punishment, shivering and hurt was agonising. But Michael, Crowley had 
learnt, always knew how to inflict just a little more pain whenever she came back with those 
terrible things she called gifts. 


With a forceful shake of his head, Crowley chased the memory away. It was no use, dwelling on 
things that were long over. Aziraphale wasn’t like Michael or Gabriel. How hesitant the angel had 
been to leave Crowley alone was proof of that. Likely, nothing unpleasant would happen to him 
when Aziraphale came back. 


Likely. 


Nodding to himself, Crowley got up from the kitchen floor. After thirty minutes of being alone, his 


freedom had started feeling actively uncomfortable, and he had tried to make himself as useful as 
possible. So, he had tidied the kitchen. He had wanted to show his Master that he could be of 
service even when no one had ordered him to. 


But the kitchen hadn’t taken long to clean and, surprisingly exhausted, Crowley had sunken down 
to the floor to rest a bit. Snake-habit, he supposed, and it had felt good, indulging even this little bit 
when no one was around to watch him. 


Now, there was nothing more to do. Crowley could not make himself much more useful — 
Aziraphale had tidied up the living room and shop just yesterday, and Crowley didn’t dare entering 
his Master’s room without permission. He kept his own spotless, so there were no chores left. 


Crowley eyed the stove for a second but decided against cooking. He had never cooked except the 
one time Aziraphale had prepared a salad with him, and he doubted he’d be able to produce 
something edible on his own. He would likely make a terrible mess of it, dirty the kitchen again or 
break something. Or worse, use precious food his Master might not have wanted to be used yet. 
And if that happened, his Master would surely be angrier than if Crowley had just done nothing at 
all. 


Well, Crowley thought a little guiltily, if there was nothing else to be done, perhaps he could take 
just another moment for himself. He could check up on his plant. Taking a deep breath, Crowley 
headed upstairs to his room, hurrying before he could change his mind again. Or before Aziraphale 
came back. 


The begonia looked as beautiful as it had the day he had gotten it. The flowers had bloomed some 
more, displaying their soft pink colour, a stark contrast to the otherwise rather neutral room. 
Crowley carefully examined the leaves, pleased to find no spots or other signs of damage. 


He watered the plant quickly, holding the spray bottle Aziraphale had given him as far away from 
himself as possible. He still wasn’t used to it and was glad when he could put it down again. 


That task done; Crowley was once more unsure what to do now. There were no other tasks, 
nothing he was confident he could do that Aziraphale would actually appreciate. Perhaps, Crowley 
thought with a sigh, perhaps he would have to resign himself to doing nothing. He’d just have to 
find a way to make it seem like he had not just been lazing around when Aziraphale came back. 


Mind made up, Crowley went back downstairs. He stood between the armchairs and the sofa for a 
moment, indecisive. Aziraphale had never indicated any preference for where he wanted Crowley 
to sit, but perhaps Crowley would now choose wrong and- 


The sounds of keys turning in the lock came suddenly, making Crowley flinch. He turned around 
hastily, trying to appear natural as he headed towards the door. 


Despite himself, his heart was racing. It wasn’t as if he had been doing anything wrong, anything 
forbidden in the time Aziraphale had been gone. But the angel’s sudden arrival had surprised him, 
unsettled him. As he rounded the corner, Crowley put on his best neutral, emotionless face. It was 
no good, betraying his fears to his Masters, not even Aziraphale. 


The angel seemed slightly out of breath, standing in the hall. He smiled when he saw Crowley, 
shrugging off his coat. He said something, and his voice sounded friendly enough, but Crowley 
couldn’t concentrate on the angel’s words. All he could focus on was the bag he was holding in his 
right hand, filled to the brim, though with what, Crowley could not tell. 


He had known Aziraphale was out shopping, he had known that. It should not make his hear race 
this much, make his chest feel so tight, to see the proof of it. 


Aziraphale was not Michael. He would not reach into his bag to take out a new flogger, a new 
whip, handcuffs, a sharp knife, a small vial of Holy Water just to show it to him. To make him see 
what would hurt him in a few moments. 


This was Aziraphale. There would be no pain, no agony. No cruel, hateful taunting, look at this, 
demon, isn’t it pretty? It would just be perfect for you, wouldn’t it? 


Crowley tore his eyes away from Aziraphale’s bag, looking up at his Master’s face. Aziraphale 
was still smiling, still talking. 


"-so I'm sorry it took so long, love. I hope you were alright being alone for so long. I didn't think I 
would need quite that much time.” 


The angel looked slightly abashed, an awkward half-smile forming on his face. Crowley shook his 
head quickly, not wanting to make his Master feel guilty for any longer. 


“T was fine, Master. I’m happy you’ re back.” 


Crowley attempted a small smile, pleased when the angel reciprocated it. He looked cold, Crowley 
noticed, the tip of his nose slightly red and his hair ruffled from the wind outside. Crowley watched 
silently as the Aziraphale took off his shoes. When he was done, he grabbed his plastic bag again 
and walked towards the demon. 


"Would you come with me, love? I was thinking of perhaps lighting the fireplace. It's a bit cold 
outside and I need something to warm me up again." 


Crowley nodded, following the angel upstairs, his eyes fixed on the bag in his Master's hand. 


Aziraphale hummed as he went about making a fire. When the flames started crackling, he turned 
to Crowley who was standing awkwardly in the middle of the room, chewing on his bottom lip. His 
hands were tightly intertwined, fingers gripping so tightly that his knuckles were white. 


"Why don't you take a seat, love? I want to show you what I bought.” 


Aziraphale smiled encouragingly, and Crowley complied, sinking down on the sofa. He scooted 
back a bit, pulling his feet up so he could hug his legs, resting his chin on his knees. Aziraphale, 
trying not to feel disheartened at Crowley’s protective posture, dragged one of the armchairs over, 
positioning it so that he and Crowley were facing each other. 


Aziraphale began unpacking his shopping back, all too aware of Crowley’s eyes on him. The 
demon’s gaze felt like a physical weight, heavy and intense. Aziraphale tried not to let it bother 
him. He didn’t know what Crowley was thinking, what he was afraid of, and it did not seem like he 
would tell him, either. Aziraphale simply hoped that Crowley would relax a little once he saw the 
gifts Aziraphale had bought for him. 


Aziraphale had tried to cover as much ground as possible when shopping for gifts — things he 
thought Crowley might like, things he knew he’d like, things that might simply be fun to do. 
Perhaps, Aziraphale had hoped, he’d find a thing or two that might get Crowley to relax. 


The first gift he dug out of his bag had been one of those, a present meant for Crowley to be able to 


let go a bit. Aziraphale had chosen it because he was pretty sure that Crowley had likely never 
played any human games, had missed out on the fun they could be, and that was unacceptable. 


“These are playing cards,” he said, offering the pack to Crowley, “Are you familiar with them?” 


Crowley shook his head. Instead of looking at Aziraphale, he was now staring intently at the 
playing cards, as if he were afraid they might bite him. 


“They’re used for playing, well, card games,” Aziraphale soldiered on, trying not to be too 
unsettled by Crowley’s strange, almost fearful focus on the deck of cards, “I bought them because I 
want to show you some of the things I enjoy, see if you like them, too. Only if you want, of 
course.” 


At that, Crowley finally tor his eyes away from the cards, looking at Aziraphale instead. His 
expression was unreadable, but after a moment, he nodded, one quick, perfunctory movement. 
Aziraphale tried not to let the hope growing in his chest bloom too much, and tried a smile, hoping 
I did not look too similar to a manic grin. 


“Brilliant. I got something else for you, love, wait a moment-” 


Aziraphale went rummaging through his bag again and pulled out the next item with a small sound 
of triumph. This one, he offered to Crowley instead of awkwardly displaying it. 


“Tt’s a cookbook,” Aziraphale explained somewhat superfluously, “I thought that maybe you’d like 
to cook a little more since you seemed to enjoy it last time. But if you don’t like it, don’t worry, I 
can use it just as much.” 


Crowley turned the book in his hands, just staring at it for a moment. When he finally cracked 
open the cover, his hands were trembling. He squinted at the page, Aziraphale noticed. Crowley 
had said he didn’t like reading as much as he liked to be read to, hadn’t he? 


A pit of worry grew in Aziraphale’s stomach. Perhaps he had made a mistake, getting Crowley a 
book. Perhaps that was the last thing the demon wanted. Perhaps he’s merely projected, forcing his 
own interest onto the demon — and if that was the case, how could he ever claim to be better than 
any of Crowley’s previous Masters? 


But Crowley, when he spoke again, did not sound upset. Radiantly happy would be a better 
descriptor, Aziraphale thought, equally pleased and stumped by Crowley’s sudden happiness. 


“T can read this, angel!” 
Aziraphale gave a small, confused chuckle. 
“Why shouldn’t you be able to, my dear?” 


At the question, Crowley’s cheeks heated up He looked back down at the book in his lap, 
clutching it tightly. When he spoke again, he didn’t look at Aziraphale, and his voice was quieter 
once more. 


“Tt is difficult for me, sometimes. Focussing on the letters can be hard, focussing on anything that’s 
small and unmoving, sometimes. I get dizzy after reading for too long. But this,” he broke off for a 
moment, stroke a finger over the book’s spine, “the letters are big enough that I can read them, and 
the paragraphs are short. It’s- It’s perfect, Master. Thank you.” 


Crowley blanched suddenly, shoulders tensing. 


“Angel! Angel, I’m sorry, I meant to call you angel. It wasn’t on purpose, I promise-” 


“It’s fine, love,” interrupted Aziraphale gently, “I appreciate that you’re trying. Messing up 
sometimes is normal and I won’t be mad at you for it. As long as you keep trying, it’s alright, yes, 
love?” 


Aziraphale gave his best to exude as much calm as he could and slowly, Crowley’s hands 
unclenched, his posture became slightly less rigid. The demon nodded, not quite looking at 
Aziraphale. It would have to be enough, Aziraphale supposed. 


There was only one last gift left in the bag — the one Aziraphale was proudest of. It was the one that 
had originally prompted him to even go out shopping, and he hoped Crowley would like it. Unlike 
with the playing cards, there was no mistaking what this gift was. The box gave it away, depicting 
a build-it-yourself planetary system, with the individual planets hanging from near-invisible plastic 
thread, complete with small, silver stars in-between. 


It wasn’t the prettiest or most elegant ting, Aziraphale could admit that. But despite that, he hoped 
that Crowley would still be able to appreciate it. That he would like it. He offered it to Crowley, 
picture on the box in plain sight, and waited for a reaction. 


Crowley drew in a sharp breath, and then, he lunged. 


Aziraphale had barely enough time to place the box on the coffee table before he had a lapful of 
demon, Crowley clinging to him tightly, arms wrapped around Aziraphale’s middle. 


For a moment, Aziraphale did not move. 


But after another few seconds of Crowley not letting go, of being enveloped in perhaps the first 
hug in centuries, Aziraphale brought his arms up, too, and hugged him back. He was careful not to 
squeeze too tightly though Crowley had no such qualms. It felt fantastic, hugging Crowley, 
especially since the demon had initiated the hug. 


After a while, Crowley let go of him. He let his arms drop, grabbing Aziraphale’s hands, squeezing 
them for a moment. Then, he got up. He didn’t go back to the sofa, though, simply kept standing in 
front of Aziraphale, wringing his hands somewhat self-consciously, as if unsure what to do with 
them now. His eyes kept flitting from Aziraphale’s to the gift, never resting on either for longer 
than a second. 


“T,” began Crowley, stopped, and cleared his throat. His voice was scratchy when he continued, but 
he was smiling, a tiny, thankful expression. 


“Thank you, angel. I cannot tell you how much this means to you. You gave me my stars back- 
You- And everyone else just took-“ 


He broke off, searching for the right words for a moment. Now, his gaze was firmly trained on the 
planetary system. He wasn’t even blinking, as if looking away for even a moment would make the 
gift disappear. His entire body was tense, as if he was trying hard not to step forward and grab the 
box, cradle it, and keep it safe. 


Aziraphale thought his heart might break. 
“Tt’s alright, love,” he said softly, “you’re welcome. I’m glad you like it.” 


After a long moment of absolute stillness, Crowley blinked and looked away from the planetary 
system. When he saw the small smile on Aziraphale’s face, the tension in his shoulders eased a bit. 


Then, he smiled. 


It was almost impossible to sit back down and appear relaxed when all Crowley truly wanted to do 
was grab the toy planetary system and run. His legs felt itchy and keeping them still was almost 
impossible. But he owed Aziraphale more than he could ever calculate, never mind repay, so 
sitting still and waiting for what the angel wanted him to do next was the least he could do. 


Luckily, Aziraphale did not seem like he would take the planetary system away from Crowley, nor 
did he seem inclined to punish him for Crowley’s sudden outburst of emotion. And really, what 
had he been thinking, throwing himself at Aziraphale like that? To any other Master, this sick, 
needy show of affection would have been as good as an invite to inflict sexual pain on Crowley. 
Most likely with some mockery thrown in, shaming Crowley that he wanted it, that this hug had 
been proof of that — Crowley not only deserved what they inflicted on him, he also wanted it, 
wasn’t that right, he was just as needy, as desperate as they always said and he- 


Crowley shook himself, trying to break free of the memory, of Michael’s taunting voice in his 
head. Aziraphale was different, Crowley reminded himself. Aziraphale wouldn’t do that. 


Taking a deep breath, Crowley looked up from where he had been tightly gripping his own hands, 
meeting Aziraphale’s eyes. The angel was frowning slightly, but he did not reprimand Crowley for 
spacing out on him. Instead, he offered a small smile and nodded at the pack of cards next to 
Crowley. 


“Would you like to try those out?” 


Crowley did not. Crowley would rather be flogged bloody like Michael often had done than play a 
game with his Master. A game where he could lose. Or worse — win. 


But Aziraphale had been more than kind to him, Crowley reminded himself, and saying no had 
never done him any good. So, he nodded. He wasn’t stupid after all — he knew better than to 
disagree with a Master’s wishes, no matter how kind that Master happened to be. 


Aziraphale smiled, and that expression of almost radiant joy calmed Crowley’s nerves a little bit. 
The angel’s smile held none of that hidden meanness other Masters’ smiles had. He still wasn’t 
comfortable with the thought of playing a game of all things, but he would get through this, too. 


At least the pack of cards, Crowley thought wryly, would be very hard to use to hurt him, unlike 
many of the things Michael had brought home as ‘gifts’. 


Aziraphale scooted his armchair a little closer still, opened the pack of cards and set about 
explaining the game. Crowley took a deep breath, braced himself, and did his best to listen. If there 
were any hidden rues, any traps he could fall into by losing, he wanted to know now. 


Aziraphale was a surprisingly good teacher, Crowley had to admit that. He made it easy to follow 
him, illustrating every rule he explained by showing the corresponding cards or actions. And UNO, 
as Crowley learnt the game was called, seemed to be rather straight-forward. 


The cards were colourful, almost cheerful, and apparently, there were no stakes at all. Aziraphale 
had only looked at him weirdly when Crowley had asked what would happen to him the loser at 
the end of the game. Nothing, Aziraphale had explained, only that another round would be played, 
a rematch of sorts. It felt too good to be true, even for Aziraphale — a game without repercussions? 


But Crowley, unwilling to lead to his own demise, had kept quiet about that, had kept his worries 


to himself. If it turned Aziraphale was lying about there being no consequences to losing, well, he 
would find out soon enough. 


“Are you ready, dear?” 


Aziraphale, done with explaining the rules, looked expectantly at him. Unable to do much else, 
Crowley nodded and watched as Aziraphale shuffled the cards, then handed them out. Well, 
Crowley though, internally bracing himself. He would see how this went. 


The first round went by very slowly. Crowley had to think about every move, trying not to play a 
card that could accidentally make him win. As much as he felt uncomfortable at the thought of 
losing, regardless of what Aziraphale told him about there being no repercussions, that feeling 
didn’t even remotely compare to the terror he felt at the thought of himself winning. 


He wasn’t supposed to be good at or win anything, Crowley knew that, and the thought of winning 
a game against his Master was especially nauseating. Winning, regardless of whether it was 
accidental or not, would put Crowley in a position above Aziraphale, no matter how briefly. And if 
Crowley knew one thing, it was that no Master would ever tolerate their servant being above them 
in any way. And no matter how kind and forgiving Aziraphale had been until now, he was still 
very much Crowley’s Master. If Crowley were to win, Aziraphale would have to take measures to 
remind him that he was the one who had power over him, not the other way round. That was 
simply how it was. 


So, not winning it was. Not even coming close, really. 


Admittedly, that took some effort on Crowley’s part, because UNO, as it turned out, was about as 
much luck as it was skill, and losing on purpose took more concentration than expected. It was 
exhausting, but seeing Aziraphale win the third time in a row made it worth it. 


Slowly, the knot in Crowley’s stomach eased. Despite the lingering fear in the back of his mind, 
the game was surprisingly enjoyable, and Aziraphale was a good opponent. The angel talked 
almost the entire time, apparently trying to ease Crowley’s nerves. His chatter ranged from talking 
about the shop assistant who had helped him pick out the game to small titbits of information about 
UNO to random anecdotes from his life, and the steady stream of information was surprisingly 
calming to Crowley. 


He was relaxing in the atmosphere they had created — Aziraphale’s slow, calming voice, the way 
Crowley was comfortably curled up on the sofa, the quiet crackling of the fire behind Aziraphale, 
casting beautiful shadows on the walls. It was all too comfortable, too relaxed. 


Crowley was letting his guard down and perhaps that was the reason he made his mistake. 


He did not even notice that he was only holding one last card while Aziraphale still had four. He 
likely wouldn’t have noticed had Aziraphale not spoken up, smile hidden in his voice. 


“You’ve got to say UNO, love.” 


Crowley froze. Slowly, ever so slowly did he look down at his hands, the card clutched between 
trembling fingers. At the sight of it, fear surged through him, instantaneous and all-consuming. His 
throat suddenly felt dry and scratchy as he realised the situation he had found himself in, how close 
he was to winning, and when he spoke, his voice was barely more than a trembling whisper. 


“Uno.” 


Maybe, Crowley thought with wild, reckless hope, maybe there was a way he could still lose. 


Maybe if Aziraphale did something, somehow that would make him win, then maybe Crowley 
could lose again. Then everything would be alright- if only- if only- 


Aziraphale drew a card. 


The card in Crowley’s hand began to shake harder, now. It was blue, just like the one in the middle 
of the table. Crowley had to put it down unless he lied that he didn’t have a blue card. But lying 
was bad. Lying was terrible. If he lied, Aziraphale would find out, like they always did, and then, 
Crowley would doubtlessly be punished much, much worse. 


There was no way out, Crowley knew that. Either way, whether he lied or not, whether he won or 
not, pain would follow. 


And it had been such a good day, too, Crowley thought bitterly, up until now. Up until he, like 
always, messed it up. 


He took a deep breath, steeling himself. Then, he put his card on the one in the middle of the table, 
ending the game. Winning. 


“You win!” 


Aziraphale’s words cut through the haze of panic, sounding boomingly loud, making Crowley 
flinch. He bit his tongue, trying to keep still. It never led to anything good, letting his Masters see 
that he was afraid. It never helped. 


Crowley only nodded, resigning himself to his fate, the punishment about to come for his 
insolence. He lowered his head, stared at the carpet below him. For a long moment nothing 
happened. Then, he heard movement coming from Aziraphale’s side of the table, the slow scrape 
of the angel’s chair over the floor. 


Crowley bit his lip to stop a whimper form escaping. He was sorry, he was so sorry, he hadn’t 
meant to win, he truly hadn’t, he had wanted to lose, he had tried to- 


“Crowley, love, are you alright?” 
Aziraphale’s voice was still gentle, but much, much closer. Crowley flinched. 


“Tm sorry,” he rasped out, “I’m so sorry, Master, I didn’t mean to- I shouldn’t have won, I’m 
sssssory-” 


Suddenly, there were arms encircling Crowley, steadying his shaking body. The angel was holding 
him gently, not tight enough to hurt, and without even wanting to, Crowley felt his body relax. He 
sagged into Aziraphale’s embrace, sobbing as if a dam had been broken. 


“Shhhh,” Aziraphale said above him, “shhh, calm down. Calm down, Crowley, it’s alright. You’re 
alright.” 


“Tm ssssory,” babbled Crowley, “I’m ssssory, I should’ ve lost, I didn’t mean to win, I promise, 
pleassssse don’t hurt me-” 


You’re disgusting part of his mind snarled at Crowley, look at yourself begging as if it’Il help, as if 
it has ever helped before. Stop begging as if it’ll change your fate. As if you deserved kindness. 
Look at you, how weak you are. Do you truly think he’ ll listen? 


No, Crowley thought bitterly, no he didn’t think so. Even Aziraphale was bound to have his limits, 


and Crowley winning, being better than him even in something as ridiculous as UNO would surely 
not be tolerated. And begging to be spared doubtlessly only made it worse. 


But when he spoke up, Aziraphale did not sound angry. He was still only holding Crowley, tightly, 
but not tightly enough for it to hurt. 


“Shhh, love you’re alright. It’s alright. ’'m not mad, I’m not going to hurt you. It’s okay that you 
won. I’m happy for you! Everything will be alright, dear, I won’t hurt you. It’s alright.” 


Aziraphale kept it up for a while, a steady stream of reassurances, kept holding Crowley just as 
tightly, as securely, and slowly, Crowley relaxed. 


His panicked breaths evened out, his sobs subsided until he was no longer trembling in 
Aziraphale’s arms. He was left feeling exhausted and worn-out. Aziraphale was still hugging him, 
holding him, and panic now gone, Crowley felt his face heat up in embarrassment. What had he 
been thinking, breaking down like that? Pathetic, he thought. Pathetic. 


After a few more seconds, Aziraphale released Crowley. He took Crowley’s chin gently, tipping it 
up so Crowley would look at him. Crowley was sure he looked a mess, face likely red and puffy, 
with a few stray tears still running down his cheeks. 


For a moment, Aziraphale simply studied Crowley’s face, not saying anything. Crowley tried to 
look as meek, as regretful as he could, trying to appease, but he doubted he was successful. 


“Please talk to me, Crowley,” Aziraphale said, letting go of Crowley’s chin and sitting down next 
to the demon with a heavy sigh, “what just happened? I’m not- I’m not mad at you. I just want to 
understand. Did you not want to win?” 


He sounded tired; Crowley noticed. Exhausted. Inexplicably, it made him feel guilty, made it hard 
to swallow. Crowley licked his lips, tried to breathe in deeply. He looked at Aziraphale’s left 
shoulder as he spoke, unable to look the angel in the eye. 


“T... Pm sorry. I shouldn’t have- I mean, I thought you’d be mad that I won. The game. I wasn’t, I 
didn’t want to win. It isn’t right for me to win. You should win since you’re my Mas- since you’ re 
above me and I thought- I thought you’d be mad. Michael used to punish me when I won games 
she had come up with. And I was-... I was afraid you’d do the same. I wasn’t thinking clearly, 
Master. I’m sorry. Angel.” 


Crowley dared casting a quick glance at Aziraphale. Aziraphale’s expression was difficult to read. 
Shock, Crowley thought. Shock, regret, sadness. Anger, too. 


Crowley looked back down again. 
“Oh, Crowley, love.” 


Aziraphale broke off, seemingly searching for words. Crowley dug his nails into his palms. He 
sounded clam, but that did not have to mean anything, Crowley knew. After a moment, Aziraphale 
spoke up again. 


“Crowley, I would never hurt you, especially not over something like winning a game. Games are 
supposed to be fun, and I am happy you won. It’s a success, not at all a bad thing. I’m not mad at 
you. On the contrary — I’m proud of you. You had... There were a lot of new things for you, today, 
and you mastered all of them. I didn’t think you’d be afraid of the game, and I’m sorry for that. I’m 
sorry if I overwhelmed you, that was never my intention.” 


Aziraphale gently took Crowley’s hands in his. 


“T’m happy you won,” he insisted, “and I never would hurt you, especially not over something like 
this. And you are not beneath me, nor am I above you. We are equals, Crowley. And I hope that 
one day, you’ ll be able to see that.” 


Aziraphale smiled, but the expression didn’t quite reach his eyes. He squeezed Crowley’s hands 
once more before he let go and got up. 


“T think I'll better pack up the game, now. I didn’t mean for it to scare you.” 


Watching Aziraphale pick up the cards, handling them carefully, Crowley felt something burn in 
his chest. A sudden stab of something, almost painful. Almost like regret. 


“Please don’t,” he pleaded before he could think about it, “don’t put it away yet. [’d- I’d like to try 
again. If that would be alright.” 


Aziraphale stopped, holding a few cards. He looked over at Crowley, searching the demon’s face 
as if looking for a lie. Crowley looked right back, unflinching. 


Finally, Aziraphale nodded. He set the cards down again. 


“You don’t have to, though. You know that, right? We don’t have to play another round today, or 
ever. Yes?” 


Crowley nodded. 
“T know, angel. But I want to. Please.” 


After another second, Aziraphale nodded. Crowley let out a slow, relieved breath. The angel 
shuffled the cards quickly, gave six to Crowley and himself, and then set the rest down. He 
returned to his armchair, watching quietly as Crowley played his first cards. The demon’s hands 
still trembled slightly, but Crowley made sure to look Aziraphale in the eyes when he played his 
card. An unspoken Your turn. 


They played for a while. The first three rounds, Aziraphale won, and with each passing round, 
Crowley dared relaxing more. After the third round, Crowley dared look up briefly, throwing a 
small smile at Aziraphale. The angel returned it with startling intensity. 


The fourth round, however, started out terribly for Aziraphale. He had to draw cards three times, 
and Crowley observed with growing unease how Aziraphale’s deck grew as his own shrank. He 
wanted to stop the game, stop himself from winning, but he bit his tongue and powered through. 


Hand trembling, he lay down his next cards, quietly saying Uno. He forced himself to look up at 
Aziraphale, relieved when he saw the smile on the angel’s face. 


“Well done.” 


Crowley tried to return the smile. Aziraphale went to play his next card, one Crowley could put his 
own on top of, winning again. His hand trembled slightly as he did it, but when he looked up at 
Aziraphale, the angel was still smiling. Proud, Crowley thought, proud that Crowley had won. 


“Well done,” Aziraphale repeated, “Do you want to play another round?” 


Crowley took a deep breath, closing his eyes for a moment. He had won. He had won, and it had 


been alright. 
“Yes, please.” 


They played for a bit longer, sitting in companiable silence. Crowley won the next three rounds as 
well, not even looking up for confirmation at the last one. After the seventh and final round, which 
Aziraphale won, Aziraphale asked if Crowley would be okay with stopping. 


“Of course,” Crowley replied, startled that he had even been asked, “of course, yes, angel. Thank 
you for playing.” 


They packed up together, and Aziraphale went to put the deck of cards on one of the numerous 
shelves. Crowley took the time to grab the planetary system, sitting back down with it. The box 
was heavier than anticipated, and entranced, he stroked his fingers over it, tracing nonsensical 
patterns. 


“If you want, we can open it tomorrow,” Aziraphale’s voice came from the doorway, “or you can 
do it alone, if you prefer.” 


He didn’t approach him and for that, Crowley was thankful. The space between them made it 
easier to think. When he spoke again, the choice he made almost surprised Crowley himself. 


“Together, if you don’t mind, angel. I think that might be nice.” 
Aziraphale smiled and came over, grabbing a book on the way. 


“Of course. And thank you for today. I enjoyed it, and I hope you did, too — you’re a natural at 
UNO, as it turns out.” 


Crowley cracked a small, surprised grin. 


“Thank you, angel,” he said honestly, “I enjoyed it. I liked it. And thank you for the planetary 
system. That was the nicest thing anyone has ever done for me.” 


He hesitated for a moment, uncertain. Then, he took a deep breath and got up, stepping up to the 
angel. He hugged him again, a short, brief hug this time, barely there. 


“Thank you,” he whispered again, breath stroking over Aziraphale’s curls. Then he stepped away, 
clutching the planetary system in his hands. 


“You’re welcome,” Aziraphale said with a small, honest smile, “and goodnight, Crowley.” 
“Goodnight.” 


Crowley left, planetary system safe in his arms. Behind him, he heard Aziraphale snap his fingers 
and when he turned to look, he saw that the fire, which had been steadily growing weaker over the 
course of the evening, almost succumbing to its death, was burning brightly again, illuminating the 
dim room and the angel in the middle of it. 


Not Too Late to Mend 
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"Can you still perform miracles?” 


The moment his question slipped out, Aziraphale wished he could take it back. It was something he 
had been thinking about for a while now, yes, but asking still felt like a step too far. And especially 
asking like this, so straight-forward, out of the blue. He couldn’t imagine Crowley, currently bent 
closely over his cookbook, would react well to such an insensitive question like this. 


But Crowley merely looked up, blinking once before he shook his head. His expression, though 
guarded, was calm. 


“No, angel. I could once, of course, but I wasn’t allowed for a long time, and every time I tried, I’d 
be- I'd be punished. So, I haven’t tried in a long time. I don’t think I'd be able to, now.” 


Aziraphale hummed. He had almost expected something like this. Crowley had not once attempted 
a miracle the entire time he’d been here, even when it would have made his life easier. He couldn’t 
imagine it, not using miracles — and for decades, at that. Or centuries, possibly. The thought was 
uncomfortable, suffocating, and almost automatically, he searched for his own magic in him, 
reassuring himself it was still there. 


“Well would you like to use your miracles again? If you’ve forgotten how, we could try together, if 
you want.” 


He kept his voice and expression as neutral as possible, not wanting to pressure Crowley into 
anything. For a long moment, the demon stayed silent. Then, something flickered over his face, 
gone too quickly for Aziraphale to decipher it. Resignation, perhaps, but it was soon replaced by a 
forcibly neutral expression. Hints of fear shone through, evident in the way Crowley bit his lips, 
how his eyes glid from Aziraphale’s face to the door and back again. 


“T- Yes, Master. But- But, perhaps, if you’Il allow, not today? Not now? You are beyond generous 
for your offer, but I think- If it’d be alright with you, of course, perhaps not too soon? I don’t think, 
I don’t think I’m ready for that, Master.” 


Crowley looked faintly sick when he stopped speaking, fingers gripping his books tightly. He 
wasn’t looking Aziraphale in the eyes, but the angel decided to count his answer as a success, 
either way. He had said no, albeit reluctantly. It was progress, Aziraphale told himself firmly. It 
was. 


“That’s perfectly fine, love. Thank you for telling me. If you ever feel up for it, just tell me, yes?” 


Crowley nodded, a small thing, and Aziraphale smiled in return. He’d like to help Crowley now, 
this very moment, to regain such an important part of his self back, but he would have to keep 
himself in check. It would bring no good, charging ahead now, when Crowley was so evidently 
uncomfortable with the idea, still. 


With one last nod to himself, Aziraphale picked his book back up, easily finding back into it. Out 
of the corner of his eye, he saw Crowley do the same, immersing himself in a new recipe. They 
could spend some more time like this, Aziraphale thought, reading in silence, content, just like they 
had been the entire morning. 


Crowley only relaxed very gradually, once it became obvious that Aziraphale was entirely 
engrossed in his book. He likely did not even notice how Crowley’s eyes stayed firmly trained on 
one line, not reading the words, only staring at them. 


Aziraphale’s question had come as a surprise, and as much as Crowley hated that fact, it had 
shaken loose memories he had rather wanted to forget. They came in flashes, much like the 
memories of Michael had yesterday, but this time, they were worse. 


Miracles. It had been a long, long time since Crowley had even last thought about attempting a 
miracle, and even then, he hadn’t dared to actually do it. That had been trained out of him too 
thoroughly. 


By Beelzebub, mostly, Crowley thought and blinked away hot, sudden tears. A fellow demon, of 
all things. 


He had carefully suppressed those memories, too painful were they, but now, they came rushing 
back, one terrible memory after another. Unlike Crowley, Beelzebub had been a real demon, they 
had said often enough, and as such, they enjoyed inflicting as much pain as possible, and not 
always just physically. They had been especially fond of mocking and humiliating Crowley via the 
use of his powers. 


One of Beelzebub’s favourite games had been to force Crowley to perform small miracles only to 
punish him whenever he succeeded. It had led to a Pavlovian response so severe that Crowley had 
not dared perform a miracle even once ever since Beelzebub had given him away. Too deeply 
ingrained was the fear of pain and ridicule to even attempt using his powers. At this point, Crowley 
was not even sure if he still could do magic, or if that, like so many things, was something that had 
been irrevocably taken from him. 


Crowley turned the page, not wanting Aziraphale to notice that he had merely been sitting and 
thinking, staring at the same page for minutes, now. 


The memory of Beelzebub and his punishments lingered, left a sour taste in his mouth. He was 
tense, he could feel it, but as much as he tried, he could not relax again. There was no threat here, 
nothing but Aziraphale, reading peacefully, but Crowley was tense. 


He was feeling something he had been feeling more and more often lately. It crept up on him in the 
middle of the night, that feeling, when he was lying awake in bed, staring blankly at the dark 
ceiling. It wrapped itself around him, sometimes, would not let him go. It felt hot, that feeling, deep 
in his chest, and other times it wrapped its tendrils so tightly around Crowley’s chest he thought he 
might die from it. 


Anger. It had been a long time since Crowley had last been angry, but now, with some distance to 
the injustice that had happened to him, the feeling crept up on him every now and then. The 
memory of Beelzebub had led to mostly fear, yes, but somewhere in Crowley’s ribcage, there was 
the burning heat of anger, too. Slight, only just noticeable, but it was there. 


Crowley gave his best not to dwell on it. It didn’t help, dwelling on a feeling such as this. There 
was nothing he could do. Staying angry would only serve to make him more miserable, because 
really, what right did he have to anger? 


He deserved what they had done to him, he had heard it often enough. Who was he to stand up 
against a Master, go against their wishes or even be angry at their choices? He wasn’t his own 
person. He was his Master’s. Anger would not change that. Anger had no place in him, Crowley 
tried reminding himself. It would not change a thing. 


Shame wouldn’t, either but Crowley knew shame well. It came more frequently than anger did, 
more intensely, too. It was always there, in the back of his mind. Shame, too, he felt when lying in 
his bed, unable to sleep, but it didn’t creep up on him like the anger did. It had long made itself 
comfortable in Crowley’s chest, and it would not let itself be expelled. It merely wrapped itself 
around him and didn’t let go. It also came when he was with Aziraphale, seeing the angel smile at 
him, proud for some inexplicable reason. Or when Aziraphale said something nice to him, looked 
at him with a fond expression. 


Having Aziraphale smile at him hurt, sometimes. It reminded him that apparently, the angel had no 
idea what Crowley truly was, how underserving he was. That everything that had been done to him 
had been deserved. That he was dirty, invisible mud sticking to him that would never come off. 


Aziraphale did not seem to realise that. It felt good, at times, but in the end, it always made 
Crowley feel worse than before, whenever he remembered himself. He was dirty, and sooner or 
later, Aziraphale would understand it, too. How the angel would react then, Crowley did not know. 
But he doubted it would be good. 


Whatever would happen, Crowley would not be able to change it. He would simply have to deal 
with it. And until then, he would have to deal with all those emotions, too, and hope against all 
reason that it would be alright, somehow. That Aziraphale would never look at him with the 
disgust he should. 


And when that time came, when Aziraphale realised, Crowley would have to learn how to cope 
with it. But that, he thought bitterly, wouldn’t be too hard. Because unlike anger, shame was 
nothing new to him. It was always there, an invisible rope around his neck, slowly choking him 
until not even the quietest whimper could escape. 


Time passed quickly with a good book in hand, a discovery Aziraphale made each time he read and 
never quite tired of. Crowley, too, seemed to enjoy it from the looks of it. He seemed to be 
engrossed in his recipes, entirely focussed. He was frowning slightly, seemingly very concentrated. 
But as much as Aziraphale enjoyed reading, enjoyed spending time with Crowley like this, he did 
need to get up now, move around a little. Sitting for too long simply wasn’t comfortable. 


He closed his book with a thud, getting up and stretching, yawning. It felt good, stretching a little. 
It reminded him that there was something he should attend to. And soon, preferably. When 
Aziraphale opened his eyes again, Crowley was looking up at him, thumb paced between the pages 
of his book to mark where he had left off. 


“Oh, I just finished the chapter, love, but please don’t let yourself be disturbed by me. You can of 
course keep reading if you want to. I just need to move a little.” 


As Aziraphale had thought he would, Crowley did not take the invitation to keep reading. Instead, 
he hastily got up, putting his book on the sofa. 


“No, I’m alright, angel, thank you. May I help you somehow?” 


“Oh, not really! I was thinking of grooming my wings. They’ ve been a bit uncomfortable, lately, 
and I don’t want them to become much untidier. You can just keep reading, don’t let yourself be 
disturbed by me.” 


Crowley bit his lip. His eyes darted around the room for a moment before they settled on 
Aziraphale’s again. He swallowed visibly. 


“Could I... Could I help? I would like to- I would like to do it for you.” 


Aziraphale blinked. His immediate response was to agree. But he’d have to be careful. He didn’t 
want Crowley to offer out of some misplaced sense of obligation. 


“You don’t have to, love I can do it just fine on my own. But if you really want to, I’d be more 
than happy to let you. It’s entirely your choice.” 


“T want to. I'll bring the spray bottle from my room, Master. It'll just be a minute.” 


While Crowley went to retrieve the bottle, Aziraphale set about preparing the living room. He liked 
to have a bit more space when grooming his wings, so he enlarged the sofa and pushed piles of 
books to the side. Now, there was a large empty space in the middle of the living room, perfect for 
stretching out his wings as much as he wanted to. 


Crowley came back, holding the spray bottle gingerly, offering it to Aziraphale. He looked around 
the empty space with a slight hint of confusion. 


“T wanted a bit more space to stretch my wings out than last time,” Aziraphale explained. Then, in 
a softer voice he added, “Would you also like me to groom your wings? I assume they’re still hurt 
in some places. I could take a look at them, if you want me to. Heal them, if you’d let me.” 


Crowley tensed at the offer. 
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“You don’t have to,” Aziraphale hurried to reassure him, “that wasn’t an order. I just thought that it 
might be nice if you could use your wings again, properly and without any pain.” 


“No, I want to,” Crowley said, then bit his lip hard enough that Aziraphale winced. After a 
moment, the demon continued. “I mean, I’d be grateful if you did. But I don’t- I don’t know if my 
wings can be fixed. The damage was done so long ago, and I haven’t used them ever since. Please 
don’t... Please don’t be angry with me if you cannot fix them, Master. Please.” 


Aziraphale wasn’t sure whether human hearts could truly break, but it did definitely feel as if his 


own were doing just that. Gently, he took Crowley’s arm and led him to the sofa. This was a 
conversation best had sitting down. 


“T promise I would never be mad at you for something like that. For the healing, ’'d use my Grace, 
if you don’t mind that. That’s how we usually do it when an angel hurts their wings. I think that’d 
also work on yours, but I understand if you’re uncomfortable with me using my Grace on you. It is 
your decision, Crowley, and no matter what you choose, I won’t be mad. Either option is fine by 
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me. 


For a moment, Crowley didn’t react. He just kept looking at Aziraphale, eyes intense, not once 
leaving Aziraphale’s own. The angel resisted the urge to look away. He had never looked directly 
at a demon for so long, and though he was sure that Crowley would do nothing to hurt him — likely 
wasn’t even thinking about it at all — it felt uncomfortable, being stared at for so long by someone 
who has supposed to be his very opposite. His enemy. 


Finally, Crowley blinked. He licked his lip, one quick movement of his tongue, and answered, 
voice quiet. 


“Could I perhaps decide after ’ ve groomed your wings, angel? So that I can think about it a little 
longer, if you’d let me. Should I... Could I perhaps start with yours, now?” 


Aziraphale let it go. It would not help, pressing the issue. He’d like to heal Crowley’s wings, yes, 
but pressuring the demon would not do anything good for either of them. So, he only nodded. 


“Of course, love. Take your time. And if you decide that you don’t want me healing or even 
grooming them, please know I won’t be mad.” 


Crowley nodded. When it didn’t seem like any other answer would come from him, Aziraphale 
turned around, presenting his back to Crowley. He unbuttoned his waistcoat, trying to get a little 
more comfortable, and concentrated. It took no effort to release his wings. They unfolded with a 
soft whoosh, the tips of his feathers just touching the floor. 


Ah. It felt good, unfolding his wings again, moving them a bit. Putting them into the hands of 
someone he trusted. 


This time, Crowley did not hesitate. He stroked over his wings right away, a soft touch. Crowley 
trailed his fingers over Aziraphale’s primary feathers first, rearranging them a little. They likely 
wouldn’t spend a lot of time on Aziraphale’s wings, the angel thought with some regret, since they 
were still in pretty good shape after the last grooming. A few feathers would need to be righted, 
smoothed out a bit. Maybe Crowley could use some preening oil to make Aziraphale’s wings even 
softer. There should still be a bottle lying around somewhere... 


“Ts there something specific you want me to do?” 


Crowley’s voice was soft, as if trying not to interrupt the relaxed state Aziraphale was already in 
just from having his wings touched. 


“Perhaps some preening oil, if you don’t mind. I still have a bottle lying around somewhere, I 
think.” 


Aziraphale twisted, looking around the living room, trying to find the vial in question. If only he 
could remember where he had put it... 


“Tt... It should be in the drawer over there,” came Crowley’s voice, “I put it there when I was 
tidying up a few days ago.” 


“Oh, thank you love! I'll just quickly get it-“ 


But Crowley had already gotten up, walking over to the drawer and opening it with a little more 
force than strictly necessary. He hurried back to Aziraphale, clutching the vial. As soon as he had 
sat down again, Crowley resumed the stroking of Aziraphale’s wings. He began by disentangling 
whatever was needed, aligning the feathers just like he had done last time. 


Aziraphale let himself relax under Crowley’s ministrations, the soft stroking almost like a massage. 
His left wing, with which Crowley had started, shifted closer to the demon, as if it had a mind of its 
own, laying itself across his lap. It was a vulnerable position Aziraphale was now in, but he did not 
mind. He trusted Crowley not to hurt him. If the demon had wanted to harm him in any way, he 
would have done so by now. 


Crowley began massaging his wings with a slight pressure, and Aziraphale let his shoulders sag. 
God, this felt heavenly. How had he gone so long without regular wing grooming? 


Before Crowley had been... given to him, Aziraphale had groomed his wings by himself, as well as 
he could. Up in Heaven, angels would groom each other’s wings, would ask for assistance, but 
down here, on Earth, Aziraphale had no one to ask for that. He had learnt, slowly, how to take care 
of his wings on his own, but it had never been a particularly pleasant task. Wing grooming was 
meant to be something sociable, something to do with those you trusted, and doing it alone had 
aways felt a little sad. And what he had managed on his own had never felt so good as the gentle, 
careful job Crowley did for him. 


It felt so good, felt as if the demon were truly making sure that Aziraphale enjoyed it. Aziraphale 
wanted to do the same for him, wanted to show Crowley the same affection and care. 


Because if anyone deserved gentleness and kindness, if anyone deserved to be pampered, it was 
Crowley. 


Aziraphale perked up when he heard Crowley unscrew the bottle pf preening oil. He hadn’t used it 
in a long time — it wasn’t exactly convenient, doing that on one’s own — and he was more than 
looking forward to it. Preening oil was a luxury he only rarely indulged in, and he could not wait to 
see how his wings looked after Crowley had used it on him. Speaking of Crowley... 


“If I do your wings later, do you also want me to use the oil on you? I think it could help them heal 
better, and even if it doesn’t, it still feels fantastic just on its own.” 


Crowley paused momentarily. 
"If... That would be very kind of you, angel, but I don't want to waste your oil, Master." 
Aziraphale clicked his tongue and turned so he could look at Crowley. 


“You wouldn’t be wasting it, dear boy,” he said firmly, “I want to use it on you, if you’ ll let me. If 
you don’t want it, just say so. But please don’t decline just because you think it would be waste to 
use the oil on your feathers. Because it wouldn’t be. You deserve it just as much as I do.” 


Hesitantly, Crowley nodded. He still looked a little unsure, held himself tensely, but to 
Aziraphale’s relief, there was no fear in his expression. 


“Then Id like that, angel, Thank you. You’re too kind to me.” 


Before Aziraphale could protest against that. Crowley was once more running his hands through 
his wings, this time with a little more pressure and the preening oil coating his hands. Every 


thought of protest was gone from his mind, then, only the overwhelming feeling of comfort left. 
Aziraphale sighed. 


The oil emitted the faintest scent, a hint of sweetness Aziraphale had long come to associate with 
comfort and relaxation. He bit back another, louder sigh when Crowley combed his fingers 
through an especially tangled section, the oil making it much easier to part the soft, white feathers. 


The next few minutes passed in silence as everything surrounding Aziraphale became background 
noise, and he concentrated solely on the feeling of Crowley’s hands in his feathers. It was 
incredibly intimate, left Aziraphale in a vulnerable position, but he did not mind it one bit. He 
trusted Crowley and saw no reason not to relax and enjoy the demon’s ministrations as long as he 
would let him. 


After fifteen minutes, Crowley stopped. He had already stretched out the session for as long as 
possible since Aziraphale seemed to enjoy it so much, but now, there was nothing left to do. 
Aziraphale’s wings were perfectly groomed, shiny and soft. They looked even better than they had 
last time. Pure white and elegant, so very unlike Crowley’s own. 


Slowly, Aziraphale turned around, not yet retracting his wings again. The angel looked more at 
peace than Crowley had ever seen him before, slow smile stretching over his face. Crowley 
couldn’t help it — he had to smile back, mouth quirking up the tiniest bit, just enough to be 
noticeable. 


Aziraphale beamed. 


“Thank you, my dear,” he said, stretching his wings so he could admire them. “You did a 
marvellous job.” 


Crowley ducked his head, unsure how to react. The praise was unfamiliar but not uncomfortable, 
filling him with a strange warmth. 


“You’re welcome, angel. Thank you for, uh, trusting me with your wings.” 
“Of course. Would you like me to do yours, now?” 
Crowley froze. 


He’d been waiting for that question ever since he had begun grooming Aziraphale’s wings. He’d 
stretched out the grooming as much as possible, trying to postpone the caring for his own wings. 


Because the answer was no. 


No, he didn’t want Aziraphale to do his own wings. He had already done that once and while 
nothing bad had happened, it had left Crowley emotionally exhausted unlike anything else had in a 
long while. He didn’t want that again. Did not want the vulnerability that came with it. 


But even so, he had to admit to himself that he did not truly think Aziraphale would hurt him 
during the grooming. He was almost sure of it, and that thought startled him. It felt like trust and 
that was a notion so unfamiliar and terrifying that for a moment, Crowley struggled to breathe. He 
hadn’t trusted anyone in centuries, had not even entertained that as a possibility, but now, even 
with his head as much of a mess as it was, Crowley had the terrifying suspicion that, given enough 
time, he could trust Aziraphale. 


The idea was terrifying. 


The slow rustling of feathers, the sounds of Aziraphale shifting, yanked Crowley out of his 
thoughts, put him back in the now. He tried to school his expression into something neutral under 
Aziraphale’s watchful gaze. 


“Are you alright? If you don’t want me to, you can just say so. I wouldn’t hold it against you.” 


Quickly, Crowley shook his head. He must have been quiet for longer than he had thought, and he 
did not want Aziraphale to think he was refusing. That wouldn’t bode well for him. 


And besides, he told himself firmly, it had been fine last time. It had. It would be fine today, too. 


“No. No, Id like you to, if you’d be so generous. I just, I- Would you... Would you perhaps tell 
me before you use your Grace to heal them? It’s just, I haven’t- my previous Masters-“ 


Aziraphale interrupted him gently, sparing Crowley from embarrassing himself even more. 


“Of course. You don’t have to justify yourself. I know you haven’t had the best experiences with 
other angels’ Grace, and I'll do my best to make is as painless and quick as possible. And either 
way — I would like to start by simply grooming your wings, cleaning them, and only healing them 
afterwards.” 


Crowley nodded. He could do that. He could. Without further prompting, he turned around so that 
his back was facing Aziraphale, and unfolded his wings. 


Crowley’s wings still took Aziraphale’s breath away, and it took some effort not to reach out and 
touch them the moment they unfolded. They looked better, Aziraphale noticed. Not too tangled, 
even though some time had passed since Aziraphale had last groomed them. 


Trying not to hurt the demon, Aziraphale ran his hands along one of the bent feathers, checking the 
damage. Crowley hissed. 


“Sorry, sorry, I just have to see...” 


Aziraphale trailed, off inspecting the area. It didn’t seem as if Crowley’s wings were hurt as badly 
as he had thought the last time he had seen them. They had healed relatively well, and the fact that 
Crowley likely hadn’t used them in years seemed to have helped, too. 


Well, then. Aziraphale got to work. 


He began by simply smoothing out the feathers at first, untangling them again. His fingers moved 
swiftly, parting fathers and aligning them, making them lie flat and beautiful. He was done with it 
quickly, seeing as the wings were still in relatively good shape from last time. Aziraphale touched 
Crowley’s shoulder gently to get his attention without startling him. 


“T’d use some of the preening oil now, just so that you know.” 


Crowley hummed. He had gone lax under Aziraphale’s ministrations, and Aziraphale smiled. 
Apparently, he was not the only one who enjoyed the intimacy that came with wing grooming, the 
softness of it. 


He unscrewed the bottle of oil, drizzling some into his palm. Then, he dug his fingers into the 


feathers closest to Crowley’s back where he had noticed the most tension. Preening oil was not 
only good for strengthening feathers, but also lent itself to massages, which Aziraphale now took 
advantage of. Crowley seemed to like it, judging from the shuddering breath he let out. 


After a while, Aziraphale moved on to the rest of Crowley’s wings. He was as gentle as he could 
with the injured feathers, not wanting to hurt Crowley as he massaged the oil into them. 


After a moment of consideration, he also spread a sheen of oil on the healthy feathers, almost 
covering Crowley’s entire wings. The sheen of it looked good, making them gleam. It brough out 
the spots of colour even more, making them shine like stars in the sky. 


With almost every feather coated and the broken ones aligned, Aziraphale wiped his fingers on a 
piece of cloth and put the bottle down. He tapped Crowley’s shoulder, and after a moment of not 
reacting, Crowley turned. The look on his face was blissful, there was no other way to describe it. 


Aziraphale smiled. 


“T’d start healing your wings now. There isn’t much to do, anyways, your wings have healed a little 
since last time, and the oil also took care of some minor injuries. I just wanted to tell you, in case 
you’ ve changed your mind?” 


He made sure to make it into a question, making it clear that the choice was still Crowley’s. 
Crowley simply looked at him for a moment before he answered, sitting up straighter, the relaxed 
air around him vanishing. 


“TJ... Thank you for telling me, Master. I don’t- I haven’t changed my mind, and I’m very grateful 
that you’d do that for me. But if you don’t mind, would you... would you be gentle? Please?” 


The last few words came out as a whisper, and Aziraphale’s heart clenched. 


“Of course, love. Of course. I'll give my best not to hurt you and if I do, please tell me 
immediately, yes? Il stop and we can try to find another way.” 


Crowley nodded. Without another word, he turned around again, seemingly wanting the ordeal to 
be over and done with as quickly as possible. Aziraphale braced himself and took the demon’s right 
wing, laying it across his lap so he could reach the broken feathers better. 


“Tl start now,” he warned Crowley, “it might tingle a bit, so please don’t be alarmed.” 


He put his hand on top of the first broken feather he spotted, focussing. He let a small trickle of 
Grace flow through his fingers into the injured feather, a warm, tingling sensation as he focussed 
his powers on strengthening the feather. He mended the shaft as well as he could, focussing on the 
rachis, and observed with some surprise that the vane was also affected by his Grace, now looking 
much healthier, fitting in better with the rest of the feathers. 


As soon as the feather was not bent anymore but rather straight and slightly flexible again, 
Aziraphale stopped, letting go of it. He smoothed his hand over it again, making sure it was in the 
perfect place. 


Crowley had not made a single sound during the whole process and did not move now, either. 
Aziraphale frowned, worried. Had he hurt the demon that badly? 


“Are you alright, Crowley? Did I hurt you?” 


Crowley shook his head, and Aziraphale breathed a sigh of relief. 


“T’m fine, Master. It didn’t hurt at all.”” Crowley sounded astonished. “It actually felt kind of... 
nice? It tingled, but it didn’t hurt. Thank you, angel. I- I hope that wasn’t too much of a bother.” 


Crowley’s voice got quieter on the last few words and Aziraphale hurried to reassure him. 
“Not at all. If you’re fine with it, Pll do the rest now?” 


After Crowley’s nod, Aziraphale went to work once more, taking the next feather and repeating the 
process. It wasn’t a job quickly done, considering how many of Crowley’s feathers were damaged, 
but it required little actual effort. Aziraphale had always enjoyed it when he could focus on only 
one task, and he let himself relax into the monotony of it — touching a feather softly and sending 
his Grace through it, watching it heal, before he moved on to the next one. 


The soft tingling sensation of Aziraphale’s Grace slowly made its way down the length of 
Crowley’s entire right wing, indicating the process the angel made. It was not an uncomfortable 
feeling, and slowly, Crowley managed to relax again. 


The use of Grace still unsettled him a little, and the healing was not a comforting as the massage 
had been, but Crowley was still thankful Aziraphale was willing to heal his wings. It was more 
than relieving, finally ridding him of pain he had carried with him for years, one broken feather at a 
time. 


After another fifteen minutes, Aziraphale tapped his shoulder again and Crowley’s eyes flew open. 
When he turned to look at Aziraphale, the angel was smiling, a proud expression. 


“T’m finished. I don’t think I missed any spots. Your wings should work again, now, without any 
pain. Do you want to try shaking them a bit, maybe?” 


Crowley sucked in a long, shuddering breath. Your wings should work again. If Aziraphale was 
telling the truth, that meant... 


It meant he might be able to fly again. 


For the first time in millennia, he would be able to open his wings without any pain and fly. He 
could experience the feeling of freedom again, if Aziraphale ever allowed him to use his wings. 


Crowley blinked back a tear. 


He got up, standing in the middle of the room. He stretched out his wings fully, feathers rustling 
softly. It happened without any pain. He flapped them once, twice, the air around him moving with 
the strength of it. There was no searing pain in his wings, sent down his back, not even a sharp 
twinge of discomfort. 


His wings were whole again. 


A grin so broad it almost hurt broke out over Crowley’s face. He turned to thank Aziraphale for 
helping him, for healing him in such an invaluable way. But at the look on Aziraphale’s face, the 
words got stuck in his throat. Aziraphale looked positively enraptured, staring at Crowley’s wings. 
Crowley followed Aziraphale’s gaze and sucked in a sharp breath. He had forgotten how beautiful 
his own wings could look like. 


With every small flutter of his wings, the specks and colours on them seemed to move, galaxies of 
colour. The shine of oil only added to the effect, wings gleaming in a way that made the stars on 


them seem to sparkle. His stars, his creations, embedded in his wings are shining in all their glory. 
“May I touch them?” 


Crowley’s head whipped around, gaze focussing on the angel. Aziraphale looked 
uncharacteristically shy, biting his lip. The desire was clear in his eyes, but he had asked. He held 
himself still, hands clasped together. He wanted‘ but he hadn’t taken. He had asked Crowley for 
permission. 


Should he say no, Crowley thought with startling clarity, Aziraphale would honour it. 


It was that thought, and the certainty of it, that made Crowley nod. He breathed in and extended his 
left wing for Aziraphale to touch; an offering. Although Aziraphale had had his hands buried in 
Crowley’s fingers just minutes ago, this time, his hesitant touch felt different. More intimate. More 
meaningful, perhaps. 


Aziraphale’s touch was soft enough that Crowley barely felt it. The angel trailed his fingertips over 
Crowley’s feathers, tracing nebulae and stars, lingering on some especially colourful spots. He 
removed his hand after only a few moments, much to Crowley’s relief. 


It was nearly too much, the feeling of having his wings be working again without any pain. Of 
having them be so beautiful and his again. It almost overwhelmed him even without the additional 
tension of Aziraphale touching them. He tucked his wings in again, trying to shield himself from 
the onslaught of emotion, not wanting to break down in front of the angel. His feathers rustled in 
the air before disappearing. Opposite to him, Aziraphale mirrored his action, the angel’s pristine 
white wings vanishing as well. 


“Thank you, Aziraphale,” Crowley breathed. “Thank you. For, for doing this for me. I- I cannot tell 
you how grateful I am. If there is anything, anything at all I can do to repay you, please tell me. 
Please.” 


Aziraphale, still smiling, shook his head. The light must reflect weirdly, Crowley thought, because 
it almost seemed as if the angel’s eyes were damp with tears. 


“It was my pleasure, dear. And thank you, too, you did a marvellous job with my wings. It’s 
been... a long time since someone other than me cared for my wings, and you did it beautifully. 
You don’t have to repay me. What you did today is already more than enough.” 


Aziraphale was still smiling, but his voice was firm. Crowley did not dare argue. Now that he had 
settled slightly, the high tapering off, he was left feeling worn-out. Happy, but exhausted. 


“Would you like to unpack the planetary system now? I feel like it might help with the memories 
of your stars.” 


Aziraphale had seen right through him, then. Had interpreted the longing in Crowley’s eyes 
correctly, the desire pooling in him when he had looked at his wings. The familiar season of loss 
crept up in him, as it always did when he thought of his stars. Of how long it had been sine he had 
last truly seen them, had last been allowed to fly to them. 


He shook it off. He had his wings back, now. He had his wings back and the stars on them. That 
was already so much more than he had ever thought he would get again. 


And he had his planetary system. An imitation of his most beautiful creations, yes, but at least it 
was his. His alone. A gift specifically chosen for him, and not one meant to hurt. One meant to 
bring joy. 


Crowley nodded, smiling softly. He would love it, unpacking his gift now, and Aziraphale would 
see how much he loved it. But when he turned to leave, Aziraphale did not follow him to watch, to 
see whether Crowley was reacting properly to his gift. Crowley bit his lip. Had he misunderstood 
somehow? Had he not been meant to unpack the gift now after all? 


But no, Aziraphale did not look angry, even though he had not moved an inch. 


“T think you should do it alone,” he said, “‘after all the stars are yours, not mine. You should enjoy 
them alone. Unless you truly want me to come with you?” 


Aziraphale was still smiling, one eyebrow raised now, and Crowley tried to decipher what his 
Master wanted him to do. It seemed like a genuine offer to unpack the gift alone, and the idea was 
more than appealing. He hadn’t even been aware that it was an option but now, knowing it, he 
wanted it more than anything. 


Aziraphale wasn’t one for mind games, Crowley reminded himself. If he said Crowley was 
allowed to do it on his own, it wasn’t a lie. 


“T’d like to do it alone,” Crowley agreed haltingly, “thank you for the offer, angel.” 
He waited and watched to see what would happen now, but Aziraphale merely nodded. 


“Perfect, my dear. ll go and prepare some tea, tidy up a bit. You just relax, yes? If you need me, 
you can call me anytime. And Crowley?” Aziraphale made sure Crowley was looking at him now, 
holding him captive with his eyes, “Enjoy the planetary system. You deserve it.” 


Crowley could do little else but nod, frozen under Aziraphale’s kind, watchful eyes. He watched as 
Aziraphale turned to the kitchen, humming a bit as he headed towards it, presumably to put on the 
kettle. Only after the angel had left the room did Crowley move again, letting out one long, shaky 
breath. It was alright. 

He shook himself, closing his eyes for a moment. It was okay. No lazing around, now. 


He had a planetary system to build. 
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Apparently, children’s toys were a lot harder to assemble than one would think. 


Crowley had been sitting in front of the pile that would eventually become his planetary system for 
half an hour, trying and failing to piece the individual parts together. Even with the instructions, it 
was a Slow process. The writing was tiny and Crowley’s eyes hurt just from looking at it. But he 
was determined to build the planetary system, so he made his way through every single sentence, 
learning how to assemble this toy. 


It was a painstakingly slow process with Crowley having to stop every few words to give his eyes a 
break. Normally, he didn’t read that much, but he could feel the excitement prickling underneath 
his skin, and he wanted to be done with the instructions as quickly as possible. The sooner he had 
finished the sooner he could start with assembling the planetary system. And luckily, reading 
became marginally easier after a while. 


Maybe things got easier when one genuinely enjoyed doing them, Crowley thought. Because in 
some way, he enjoyed reading the instructions, enjoyed figuring what unknown words meant, 
enjoyed learning. And most of all, he enjoyed the knowledge that as soon as he was finished, he 
would be allowed to finally, finally build his planetary system. 


With one last quick glance at the instructions, Crowley grabbed the first few parts. According to 
the picture, the individual planets were supposed to be hanging on strings from the wooden 
construction, with stars on shorter strings between the planets. That shouldn’t be too tricky to do, 
even for someone who had never done something like this before. 

Humming softly, Crowley went to work. 


Crowley found himself rather enjoying the process of putting the toy together. He had never had 
the chance to work much with his hands, and like the cooking, it was a new but enjoyable 
experience. 


Assembling the individual wooden pieces was easy enough and before long, Crowley had the base 
for his planetary system. Now came the slightly trickier step — tying the small planets and stars to 
the strings. It was a fussy job, much more difficult than the previous step, because he had to truly 
concentrate to tie tiny knots. But still, Crowley liked it. It gave him something to focus on and the 
monotony of it was soothing. 


He was done after another ten minutes, his fingers aching from all the tiny knots. The only thing 
left to do now was tying the stars and planets to the wooden construction, spacing them out a bit. 
To his surprise, his hands were shaking when he tried to fasten the first star to the small hook it 
was supposed to hang from. 


With a frown, Crowley put it down. He had no reason to be nervous, and yet, his hands were 
beginning to sweat. 


He took a moment to compose himself, closing his eyes. 

He was alone in his room, and no one was out to get him, he reminded himself sternly. Aziraphale 
had given him the planetary system as a gift and nothing indicated that the angel would take it 
away from him again. It was alright. He was allowed assemble his gift and even though it would 
be an approximation of his stars, no one would take it from him. Unlike they had done with his 
stars. 


With that thought in mind, Crowley took another deep breath and picked up the plastic star again. 
It was painted silver, glittering in the light. Crowley was careful as he tied the thin string around 
the hook, hanging the first star. Much like he had done with the universe, all those millennia ago. 


It should have looked laughable, a small silver star hanging from a string next to a wooden 
construct, but somehow, it did not. It looked like the beginning of something beautiful. For a 
moment, Crowley could do nothing but stare at it, a fluttering sensation in his stomach. He was 
smiling and didn’t know how to stop. He picked up the next star, tying it to the next hook. And 
then a wooden planet and then another star. Mars, then Venus, then another star and another one 
and another one. 


He did not stop or slow down until he was done. 


His planetary system standing in front of him in all its glory. It was about as tall as his outstretched 
arm was long. All his planets and a multitude of stars were hanging from strings of different 
lengths, some still spinning slightly from where he had touched them. The planets were of varying 
colours and the stars twinkled in the light, a sight he found hard to tear himself away from. 


Carefully, as if cradling a newborn baby, Crowley picked up the planetary system up and placed it 
on his bedside table. That way, he would always be able to see it whenever he woke up or went to 
sleep — a miniature version of his own creations right next to him. A reminder that while he had 
lost so many things over the years, his stars, at least, were still there. Even when his Masters had 
taken everything else from him, they had not managed to destroy his stars. 


Crowley too a step back, spinning in a circle to take in his room in its entirety. There was the desk 
in front of the window, and his plant on it, lovely and green. Thanks to Crowley’s daily check-ins, 
no doubt. Then there was the small bookcase on the other side of the window, harbouring a 
handful of Aziraphale’s books and nothing else. The empty closet, and then, his bed. His own bed. 
One he was allowed to sleep in, not just one to be fucked in and then expelled from. No. His own 
bed. Bigger than he had ever dared dreamed of, softer than he had ever imagined. 


And then there was the bedside table, previously empty and now with his planetary system on it. 


Crowley smiled. His room. His room. It was so much more than he had ever dared hope for. An 
entire room just to himself. One where he was safe. His own space, a small sanctuary. 


One he was now about to leave. For reasons Crowley could not quite understand, he wanted to go 
downstairs, show Aziraphale his planetary system. Even though it could be just his, perhaps, if he 
didn’t show Aziraphale. He thought the angel might allow it, might let Crowley keep the toy even 


if he did not share it with him. He could have something that was truly just his own, but somehow- 
Somehow, he didn’t want to. Instead, he wanted to tell the angel that he had assembled it all by 
himself, and that he loved it. That he was grateful. 


Crowley took one last look at his planetary system before he left, let all the emotions that came up 
rush through him fill him. He revelled in them. They were new and exhilarating and, for once, 
entirely positive. Relief, happiness. And for the first time in millennia, pride. 


Smiling, Crowley turned to head downstairs, throwing one last glance at the planetary system, at 
his stars and planets which were, for the first time in millennia, actually his again. 


Downstairs, Aziraphale was enjoying his third cup of tea. Almost an hour had passed since 
Crowley had gone up to build the planetary system, and while he wanted to go check up on him, 
Aziraphale had promised himself he wouldn’t. He had to trust Crowley that if anything were going 
wrong, he would tell him. 


The creaking of floorboards behind him made Aziraphale turn around. There was Crowley, 
standing in the doorway, biting his lip. But he did not look afraid or nervous. Rather... excited? Ys, 
excited, definitely. Biting his lip to keep in a grin. 


“Are you finished? Or do you need my help?” 
Crowley shook his head, smiling shyly. 


“I’m finished, angel. It... it looks beautiful. I just wanted to come tell you that I was done and 
wanted to ask if you’d perhaps want to come up and see it.” 


Crowley ducked his head but he did not take back the offer. Aziraphale smiled and got up, downing 
the last of his tea as he stood. 


“T’d love to,” he told Crowley then, “I’m honoured that you’d let me see it. And I’m really proud 
of you for finishing it. I hope you had fun?” 


Crowley nodded and looked up. Once more, he was smiling a little. 


“T did, angel. I cannot thank you enough for it. Thank you for being kind to me — it’s so much more 
than I deserve.” 


Aziraphale shook his head and stepped closer, almost in Crowley’s personal space, now. 


“No, Crowley. You deserve a lot more than I or anyone else can give you. Alright? ’'m glad you 
enjoyed the planetary system so much, but it doesn’t even come close what you deserve. I hope 
that one day, you can see that, too. And I hope that you'll be able to give yourself whatever you 
need. Because,” added Aziraphale a little wistfully, “we can’t always rely on others to make us 
happy. Sometimes, it has to come from us.” 


Perhaps that had been too much, Aziraphale thought when Crowley did not respond. Too much too 
soon. But it had needed to be said. Eventually, Crowley would have to become independent again. 
Independent enough to deal with his emotions and problems all on his own, and Aziraphale did not 
want to complicate that process by being too overbearing or making Crowley too dependent on 
him. 


Still, there likely could have been a better way to say it. Well. Nothing for it, now. Aziraphale let 


his hand drop from Crowley’s shoulder and took a small step back. Crowley seemed a bit 
confused, but otherwise alright. When it did not seem like he would respond, Aziraphale soldiered 
on. 


“Well then,” he said and put on his best smile, “lead the way.” 


It was only the fourth time Aziraphale had ever been to Crowley’s room, and the demon couldn’t 
help but tense up a bit when his Master entered it; and automatic response to someone invading his 
space. Almost instantly, however, he forced himself to relax again. Aziraphale wasn’t here to do 
any harm, and Crowley had invited him to his room entirely willingly. Everything was alright. He 
was Safe. 


Crowley stepped aside to allow Aziraphale a better look at his planetary system. But the angel 
didn’t enter the room. He stayed right where he was, in Crowley’s doorway, admiring the planetary 
system from a far. He was smiling, which was the only reason Crowley did not feel immediate 
unease at such unexpected behaviour. 


He cleared his throat a little awkwardly. 
“Do you- Do you want to come closer?” 


It felt wrong, asking a Master this, it felt so presumptuous, but when Aziraphale looked over at 
him, he was still smiling. 


“If you’d let me? But I’m also content just taking a look from here. I don’t want to invade your 
space, dear.” 


Crowley swallowed. This was not what he had been expecting, and he was unsure how to deal with 
it. He hadn’t been aware that he had a choice. 


The idea of him being the one to allow someone to do something felt wrong. It felt like stepping 
above his position, like an insult to his Master. But Aziraphale wasn’t one for tricks, Crowley told 
himself, and he still looked calm, posture relaxed. Unmoving in Crowley’s doorway. 


The choice, Crowley understood, was truly his. And to Aziraphale, either answer truly would be 
fine. 
Slowly, he nodded. 


Aziraphale reacted with a beaming smile. He came inside and made his way over to the planetary 
system slowly, as if aware of every step he took. Crowley watched him closely, but Aziraphale 
stopped short before the toy, tilting his head as he inspected it. He didn’t bend down, didn’t touch 
it. Just looked. 


“Tt really is beautiful, my dear. You did a marvellous job. Especially with the planets — I doubt I 
would have had the patience for this. ’m glad you enjoyed putting it together. And I do hope it 
truly wasn’t too forward of me, giving you this gift?” 


Crowley quickly shook his head, stepping closer to the angel as if on instinct. 


“No, angel. I lo- I really like it. Thank you. I don’t think I'll be ever able to tell you how much it 
means to me.” 


Crowley did not allow himself to think about his next action. He simply did it. Taking a deep 


breath, he stepped even closer to Aziraphale, touching the angel’s wrist, gently squeezing it, almost 
like a squeeze of his hand, but more fleeting. A silent thank you. 


Aziraphale looked startled at the contact, but he smiled. And squeezed Crowley’s hand back, 
unspoken comfort. 


Aziraphale hadn’t lied; he was impressed by how beautifully Crowley had put the planetary system 
together. He turned back to it, let this hand slip from Crowley’s, afraid that he would do something 
unforgivably stupid if he continued looking at and touching Crowley any longer. 


The planetary system was beautiful, but perhaps... 


“You know, dear, if you want me to, I could do something to improve your planetary system. The 
realness of it. Only if you want me to, of course, and if not, that’s fine as well.” 


Looking back at Crowley, Aziraphale was met with a very confused look. The demon was 
worrying his bottom lip, eyebrows drawn together. Ah, yes. Aziraphale did forget sometimes that 
people around him couldn’t very well read his thoughts. He had a slight tendency to be a bit 
cryptic, he’d been told. 


“T meant that if you would like me to, I could use a miracle to make the planetary system move. 
Make the stars gleam, perhaps. Just make the entire thing a bit more realistic, I suppose. But it’s 
just an idea, I don’t have to do it if you don’t want me to.” 


At the mention of his magic, Crowley had visibly paled. 


Oh, drat. Magic. Sometimes, Aziraphale forgot just how much Crowley’s previous... ‘masters’ had 
managed to hurt the poor demon. He had talked about how magic had been used against him, no? 
And now Aziraphale had gone and put his foot in his mouth, offering something that would only 
terrify Crowley. He should- 


“It’s,” Crowley began, broke off, tried again, “it’s fine. I- If it’s just to- ’'d be honoured if you 
made it move, angel. That would be- That would be everything. But please don’t, if it’s too much 
effort. Please. You don’t, you don’t have to- The planetary system alone is so much more than I 
ever thought I'd get. It’s not-” 


Crowley broke off, looking beseechingly at Aziraphale. 
“You don’t need to, angel.” 


Crowley looked torn. Aziraphale had never seen this much hope, this much desire in his eyes, not 
even when he had given him the begonia, but at the same time, the fear in the demon’s expression 
was heartbreakingly clear. 


He looked torn between wanting and being afraid of having, and Aziraphale felled a decision. He 
would do anything to make sure that Crowley knew he didn’t have to fear kindness. 


“Tt’s no trouble. I want to, but only if you want me to. Your vote matters more than mine, here. It’s 
your decision.” 


Crowley nodded, head moving jerkily. His entire body language had changed. He was leaning 
forward slightly, posture open and unprotected, so different from how he usually stood to make 
himself appear smaller. Instead of the expected fear, there was only desire, now. Time and again, 


Crowley left Aziraphale in awe. 


“T’d be honoured, angel,” Crowley repeated, voice trembling slightly, “I’d be honoured. But- 
Would I, would I have to be present while you...” 


Crowley trailed off, biting his lip, and Aziraphale felt a pang of sympathy go through him. Of 
course. Despite his want, Crowley was frightened by someone performing miracles in his close 
vicinity, and Aziraphale wouldn’t force him through that. 


“Of course not, love,” he hurried to reassure, “‘it’s not necessary for you to stay. You can just tell 
me exactly what you do and don’t want me to do and I'll follow that, yes?” 


To Aziraphale’s surprise, Crowley shook his head at the offer. Too quickly, the movement jerky, 
and his face was panicked again. 


“No,” he said word coming out short and clipped, “no, I can’t- I can’t give you- I can’t give you 
orders, that’s, that’s not...” 


He swallowed thickly, eyes fixed desperately on Aziraphale. His mouth was open, but no more 
words came out. His seemed frozen, now, fear blatant on his face. Aziraphale hurried to reassure 
him, hoping to get that awful, fearful look off Crowley’s face. 


“That’s not- You wouldn’t be giving me orders, dear. You’d simply telling me what you prefer I 
do or do not do with your property. That isn’t anything bad. But if you really don’t want to, I could 
modify it to what I think would be best, first, and you can give me input later. Agree or disagree, 
and I'll adapt to that.” 


For a moment, Crowley didn’t respond, simply stood staring at Aziraphale, hands nervously 
clenching and unclenching by his sides. Then, he slowly shook his head. He seemed to fell a 
decision, though it took him a moment to say it out loud. 


“T would prefer watching you while you, uh, make the planetary system move, Master. Sorry, I- 
Angel. I meant to call you angel. And I, I want to stay during the miracle, please.” 


Aziraphale accepted that with a nod. Arguing now wouldn’t do any good. He’d like the demon to 
be calmer before he started this, but he would take Crowley’s word for it. Not breach his trust by 
insinuating Crowley couldn’t make his own choices about his emotional state. 


“Alright. If at any point you feel uncomfortable or frightened, tell me,” Aziraphale said, voice 
firmer than a few moments ago, “yes? Promise me, Crowley. If I do anything that scares you, tell 
me. I will not be mad, but I need to know so I can stop.” 


Crowley nodded slowly. Aziraphale let his voice become soft again. 
“Perfect. Should I do it now?” 


Crowley cleared his throat. His eyes left Aziraphale’s and wandered over to planetary system 
instead, fixating on it. 


“Yes,” he said, voice almost inaudible, “‘now is fine.” 


Aziraphale nodded and turned towards the toy again. Normally, he would take off his jacket or at 
least unbutton it to get more comfortable before an experimental miracle like this, but he was sure 
that shedding his jacket would result in a terrified Crowley. So he just sat down cross-legged on 
the floor next to the nightstand, facing the planetary system, and prepared himself for a miracle. 


Crowley took two steps back as soon as Aziraphale sat down and was now almost pressing himself 
against the wall. He could feel his heart racing in his chest, body tensing automatically at the 
knowledge of a miracle about to come. 


While Crowley’s last time being punished by the use of another immortal being’s powers had been 
a long time ago, he could still recall the pain and terror coming with it. The sheer wrongness. The 
helplessness. 


Logically, he knew that Aziraphale was not planning on hurting him with this miracle, was aware 
that he had agreed to the angel’s offer, but that knowledge did little in face of the memories rising 
up inside him. 


At least Aziraphale sat in such a way that Crowley could see his hands clearly. There would be no 
surprises, this way. And the fact that he sat, had lowered himself below Crowley was, while 
wrong, also comforting. The hierarchy had been messed with, but it did soothe Crowley. Perhaps 
that had been the point. 


Crowley watched as Aziraphale lifted his hand, touching the axis of the planetary system. He 
looked over, smiling reassuringly. 


“Tl start now, yes? It'll be so little magic that you’ll barely feel it, alright, dear?” 


Aziraphale looked so honest, so caring that Crowley couldn’t do anything but nod. He felt pinned 
to the wall by the angel’s gaze, so open and sincere, as if he desperately wanted Crowley to trust 
him. And he did, Crowley realised with a start. For reasons entirely unclear to him, Aziraphale 
really did care about Crowley trusting him. 


Aziraphale nodded, too, and shifted his focus back on the planetary system. Crowley couldn’t help 
but tense when he saw Aziraphale frown, concentrating. He braced himself, witing for the 
inevitable pain that always came when someone used miracles around him. His eyes were fixed on 
Aziraphale’s hand, waiting for it to reach out towards him, hurt him, burn him- 


The planetary system started spinning. 


Aziraphale drew his hand back, resting it in his lap. Crowley stared. It was over already, almost as 
soon as it had begun. There had been no pain, no torture, not even the prickle of sparks running 
down his spine Crowley usually felt when a Master performed a miracle. Nothing. Just the 
planetary system spinning slowly, beautifully. 


The stars shone, now. They were sparkling, twinkling, his stars. They were stunning. 


Crowley’s body moved automatically. He stepped forward, approaching the planetary system. 
Aziraphale got up as he came closer, stepping out of the way. 


With one fluid movement, Crowley knelt own before the planetary system, admiring it from up 
close. It was gorgeous. The planets moved slowly just like they were supposed to, and his stars 
twinkled — not quite what they were supposed to do, but Crowley didn’t mind one bit. 


It was beautiful, Crowley thought. Beautiful and perfect and all his. 


“Tt’s perfect, angel,” he said. His voice was rough and scratchy, entirely inappropriate to address a 
Master with, but Crowley found he didn’t mind as much as he probably should. “It’s perfect. Thank 


bed 


you. 


He turned just in time to see Aziraphale smile. The angel was standing a few steps away from him, 
watching Crowley with such a fond look on his face that it almost hurt to see. 


“You’re welcome, love,” he said gently, quietly, “you’re welcome.” 


Crowley nodded, unable to do anything else. He so desperately wanted to show Aziraphale how 
much he loved it, how much this meant to him, but he couldn’t. He wanted to hug the angel and 
never let him go, wanted to kneel and kiss his feet as a sign of gratefulness, but he could not move 
an inch. 


He just sat there, unmoving, until Aziraphale shifted slightly. He was still smiling, looking fondly 
at Crowley and the planetary system, eyes gentle. 


“T think I will go downstairs again,” he said, still smiling, “come with or stay here as you like. 
Either is fine by me.” 


Crowley bit his lip, eyes darting between Aziraphale and the planetary system. He wanted to stay, 
oh how he wanted to. But he had already asked so much of Aziraphale today, had received so much 
mercy and care today. It would be foolish to stay up here, now, decline his Master’s company. He 
would join Aziraphale downstairs — it was the least he could do to repay Aziraphale’s generosity. 


And besides, Crowley thought, seeing the planetary system again after a short separation might just 
make coming back to it so much sweeter. 


He pushed himself off the floor, came to stand next to Aziraphale. 
“T’ll come with you, if that is alright.” 


Aziraphale nodded and went ahead, making his way towards the door. Crowley followed suit. With 
one last look at the planetary system still turning peacefully on his bedside table, he shut the door 
and followed Aziraphale downstairs, smiling all the while. 


I Have Loved the Stars Too Fondly 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The living room was illuminated by one single lamp, bathing it in warm orange light. One of the 
armchairs had a blanket thrown over it and a cup of still-hot tea was standing on the coffee table 
next to a heavy, leather-bound book — signs that Aziraphale had been reading until Crowley had 
come downstairs to show him the planetary system. 


To Crowley’s surprise, Aziraphale did not immediately return to his book, going to one of his 
many bookshelves instead. He raked his eyes over it, frowning slightly, as if wanting to stare it into 
submission. After a few seconds, he let a small a-ha and took a book from a shelf. He made his 
way over to the armchair again, sitting down with a satisfied sigh. Then, book still closed in his 
lap, he smiled up at Crowley. 


“Would you like me to read to you a little? I always like to read a bit after an accomplishment, as a 
bit of a relaxing reward. Perhaps that would also be something for you.” 


By now, Crowley truly should be used to being asked questions but still — being asked his opinion 
and knowing that it would be taken seriously, took his breath away a little every time. 


Crowley nodded. He was surprisingly eager to be read to again — the last time was a fond memory 
he was always happy to revisit, and Aziraphale was right: Being read to right now did sound 
relaxing. 


Aziraphale gestured for Crowley to sit down in the other armchair, the one with the blanket. The 
angel’s book was unfamiliar to Crowley, neither one he had seen Aziraphale read previously, nor 
the collection of Greek myths Crowley had read himself a few days ago. 


“Tt’s a poetry collection,” Aziraphale explained, already flipping through the pages. “I don’t 
usually read much poetry, but it can be nice every now and then. I find poems can provide a sense 
of comfort that is so different from novels, and there are quite a few I enjoy. I’m sure we can also 
find one for you.” 


Crowley nodded and dared attempt a small smile. Aziraphale reciprocated it with thrice the 
intensity before he went back to flicking through the pages. With Aziraphale’s eyes no longer 
resting on him, Crowley found the courage to curl up in his armchair, make himself more 
comfortable. He half-expected Aziraphale to chide him for taking such liberties, but the angel 
didn’t even look up. 


“Ah,” Aziraphale made after a moment, “yes. Here it is. I was thinking of this one specifically. It’s 
a longer one, if you don’t mind?” 


Crowley shook his head. Aziraphale’s eyes flickered to him for a moment, but he didn’t comment 
on Crowley’s disrespectful, slouching position. Aziraphale simply nodded and cleared his throat. 


“This is called The Old Astronomer to His Pupil by Sarah Williams. It’s a bit of an older one, but, 
well, I adore it. I think it has held up well over time. Are you ready, dear?” 


Crowley nodded once more. Speaking now felt wrong, as if it would destroy the comfortable 
atmosphere between them. Aziraphale hummed happily, then cleared his throat and began. 


“Reach me down my Tycho Brahe, I would know him when we meet, he read, and Crowley closed 
his eyes, focussing only on the poem. 


Aziraphale’s voice was low and soft, and Crowley let his mind drift as he listened to him, the 
words settling around him slowly. He let everything else around them go hazy and meaningless, 
focussing solely on Aziraphale’s voice and words. It was a beautiful poem, Crowley thought, if 
also a little sad. 


Near the end of the poem, Aziraphale’s voice lowered, drawing Crowley’s attention, making him 
tense in excited anticipation of what was to come. 


“Though my soul may set in darkness, it will rise in perfect light; 
I have loved the stars too fondly to be fearful of the night." 


Crowley didn’t have the same connection to words as Aziraphale did, didn’t get lost in them like 
the angel. But for one moment, he understood. Two lines. Two lines, one sentence, and Crowley 
felt as if the air had been punched from his lungs. The words wrapped themselves around him 
tightly, ensnaring him, making it hard to breathe. Then, it lifted — the pressure in his ribcage, the 
expectations he carried with himself, the memories and ever-present fear. All gone for a glorious 
moment, swept away by words and imagination, leaving Crowley boneless and breathless in the 
chair. It was all gone, a freeing feeling, if frightening in its novelty. 


All the pain and suffering, all the fear, gone for a moment. Erased by a poem. 


Crowley had never been good with words, and he never would have thought that anther persons 
words — a human’s words — would be able to touch him this deeply. But they had. They had 
described what he felt in the most hidden corners of himself, had captured it perfectly. They had 
dragged to light that wretched hope that had somehow survived through it all. 


Crowley felt raw and vulnerable, with those words burrowing their way inside his very core; but 
somehow, it felt good. It felt as if he had just gotten the most precious gift imaginable. 


Aziraphale closed the book. It made only a small sound, but it was enough to tear Crowley from 
his stupor, make him settle down into the reality of Aziraphale and his bookshop again, soft and 
comforting. 


When Crowley looked over, Aziraphale was watching him closely, an unidentifiable emotion on 
his face. Crowley opened his mouth, wanting to say something, anything at all, but no words 
would come out. He simply stared at the angel, throat tight and a small, quivering smile on his lips. 


“Did you like it, dear?” 


Aziraphale seemed anxious to know the answer, fiddling with his clothes, smoothing them out 
unnecessarily. 


“Yes,” Crowley managed after a moment in which he desperately tried to remember how talking 
was supposed to work, “yes, I loved it. It feels like a- It’s... It’s incredible, angel. It feels like a 
gift. Thank you, angel. Truly.” 


His voice was trembling slightly, overcome with emotion, but he was smiling broadly. Unfiltered, 
almost carefree, in a way he hadn’t in an eternity. Aziraphale was smiling, too, a relieved 
expression. 


“T’m glad you liked it. Especially the ending, of course. Though the entirety of it is beautiful. 
Would you maybe, ah, would you like to turn this into something regular? Only if you want, of 


course, but I quite enjoyed it and it seemed that you did, too.” 


“Td like that very much, angel,” Crowley responded quietly, “thank you. The ending of that poem 
it was- Beautiful. It was beautiful.” 


Aziraphale nodded gently, eyes lingering on Crowley’s for a. He put the poetry collection on the 
coffee table and stood up, stretching his back with a groan. 


“T’m happy to hear that, love. It is one of my favourite poems and I remembered it the last time I 
groomed your wings. It just seemed, well, it just seemed fitting.” 


Inexplicably, Aziraphale blushed a little at his own words and quickly shook his head as if to hide 
it, throwing a glance over to the clock ticking on the wall. 


“Well, I’m feeling a little peckish, I must say. Would you want to join me in the kitchen?” 


The sudden change of topic was a little jarring, but Aziraphale was already moving towards the 
door, and he wasn’t looking at Crowley anymore. Quickly, Crowley got up, too, trying to shake the 
feeling that somehow, he had done something wrong. It was probably nothing. Aziraphale was 
probably just hungry. 


That was for the best, really - Crowley had been waiting for an opportunity to test out his cooking 
skills, and also to repay Aziraphale for all his kindness. Make him happy, just like Aziraphale had 
made him happy. This would be the perfect opportunity, if he could convince Aziraphale to let him 
cook for him. 


“Uhm,” Crowley started rather unintelligently, “I'd like to, if you’d allow me, of course, to maybe- 
I mean, if it would be alright with you, I’d like to cook for you. To say, to say thank you, I guess. 
And also,” he added hastily when Aziraphale’s smile started to diminish, “to try out some new 
recipes from my, from my cookbook.” 


Aziraphale’ reaction wasn’t what Crowley had hoped for. Instead of happy, he seemed 
disappointed. Sad, almost, Crowley realised with a vaguely uncomfortable feeling in his gut. He 
didn’t know what he had done wrong, but the easy atmosphere from just a few moments ago had 
vanished. Instead, a stiff, uncomfortable feeling had taken over the room. 


“You don’t need to do that,” Aziraphale answered, voice clipped, “you don’t have to repay me. I 
wanted to read the poem to you, and you don’t need to thank me by... servicing me. A simple 
thank you will be enough.” 


The words and Aziraphale’s tone of voice made Crowley think of his first evening with the angel, 
back when Aziraphale had been an unknown variable and had refused to even touch him. Back 
then, Aziraphale had seemed angry and shocked at Crowley’s offer to repay him for the meal he 
had made, but now, he sounded sad more than anything else. 


Crowley didn’t like it. He just wasn’t quite sure what he’d done wrong. Should he not have 
offered? Did Aziraphale not want him to have the liberty of cooking? He hadn’t imagined 
Aziraphale to react this way at all, and he was a little hurt by it. He averted his gaze, now looking 
at the floor. 


“Tt,” he started, voice quiet and stomach filled with nerves at how he was talking back to 
Aziraphale, how he was daring to directly contradict something his Ma- the angel had said, “it 
wouldn’t be to repay you. I want to cook for you. Because I think- because it-“ 


He broke off for a moment, asking himself whether he truly wanted to be this vulnerable with 


Aziraphale. But he did. He did. 


“Because it would make you happy. Not because I think I owe you, but because I like cooking and 
Id like to do it for you. So, please. If you’d let me, I’d like to cook for you.” 


Crowley risked a glance upwards, seeing Aziraphale frown. For a few seconds, he simply stared at 
Crowley, expression unreadable. Then, he nodded slowly. He looked a little guilty, now. 


“Alright, my dear. If that is the case, thank you for telling me. I’d love if you cooked for me, if 
you really want, and I’m sorry I made it into something that it wasn’t. I shouldn’t have assumed.” 


Crowley nodded, unsure what ese to do. Being apologised to, especially by a Master was still a 
terrible, foreign sensation. He was grateful for the apology, accepted it, but there was still the 
weirdly hurt, raw feeling in his stomach, making him feel slightly nauseous. 


“Do want anything special for dinner?” 
Aziraphale shook his head, embarrassed smile still on his lips. 


“No thank you, my dear boy. Cook whatever you’d like. Should I help you or do you want to do it 
alone?” 


Crowley shook his head slowly, carefully. He still wasn’t feeling quite right, but he had been given 
a choice about this. About how he wanted to spend his time and, as it so often did with Aziraphale, 
the choice felt genuine. Aziraphale wouldn’t hurt him for choosing either option. 


And right now, Crowley wanted to be alone. He wanted to deal with his feelings on his own rather 
than try and explain something to Aziraphale that he didn’t even quite understand himself. 


Therefore, he dared declining even at the risk of upsetting the angel further, choosing his words 
carefully to minimise any punishment that they might earn him. 


“T’d rather do it alone, angel. If you don’t mind. But if you’d rather cook with me...” 


He trailed off, unsure. But Aziraphale merely nodded. He still didn’t look quite comfortable, a 
careful air around him, but he said nothing of it to Crowley. 


“Alright, my dear boy. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask me, yes? And please be assured 
that next time you want to do something like that for me, something nice like that, I will react 
better, yes? I just thought you had the... wrong motivations, perhaps. But I’m excited to see what 
you cook up for us.” 


Crowley nodded, feeling a little stumped. Luckily, Aziraphale didn’t expect him to answer. With 
one last, careful smile, Aziraphale turned around and walked back over to the sofa, bringing his 
book with him. 


Alright, then. Crowley took a second to get his feelings back under control and then headed 
towards the kitchen, taking his cookbook with him. 


He wasn’t quite sure what to cook. Something easy, preferably, so he wouldn’t have to ask 
Aziraphale for help. Luckily, the cookbook had a specific Easy Recipes section, in which Crowley 
found a recipe for one-pot tomato basil pasta, which seemed manageable enough. He was sure he 
had seen Aziraphale eat tomatoes before, so he likely wouldn’t be too wrong, choosing this dish. 


And the recipe claimed that everyone loved pasta, so he would give it a shot. 


Hesitantly, he started poking around the kitchen to find the various ingredients. At first, he kept 
only scanning the surfaces he could see, not quite daring to open any of the cupboards or even the 
fridge. But this way, the only useful things he saw were salt and pepper and while definitely 
needed, those two alone would not exactly make for a meal. 


That meant he had to search the cupboards. He felt uneasy about it, as if he were trespassing. But 
realistically, Aziraphale had to know that Crowley would go through his cupboards to get the 
ingredients, no? 


The first cupboard opened with a small squeak and Crowley found himself holding his breath, 
waiting to see whether his Master would storm into the kitchen. But everything remained quiet, and 
after a few more seconds, Crowley breathed out and began digging through the cupboard. 


After a few false tries, he finally gathered all that he needed and set about cooking. The 
instructions were easy enough to follow. Crowley’s extreme care with the knife meant that the 
chopping took longer than it likely would have had Aziraphale helped, but other than that, cooking 
did not take too much concentration. Crowley allowed himself to let his mind wander a bit, 
replaying the conversation he had had with Aziraphale earlier. 


He hadn’t quite meant the offer the way Aziraphale had understood it. Partially, yes. Partially, he 
had wanted to cook as a thank-you for the poems, but it hadn’t felt like a debt repayment. Not like 
something that was necessary, at any rate. And it hadn’t been the main motivation behind cooking. 
No, that had been making Aziraphale happy. Making him smile and being sure that that soft smile 
was on the angel’s face because of Crowley. 


The idea was a foreign one, and Crowley frowned as he stirred the pot. He was careful not to let 
any of his confused emotions spill into his aura, though. He didn’t want to alarm Aziraphale. 


Never before had he wanted to make a Master happy. At least not beyond making them happy 
enough so that they wouldn’t take out their dissatisfaction on him. Pleasing Gabriel, Beelzebub, 
Michael, Hastur and the others had always merely been a way to protect himself in the long run. 
The thought of doing anything beyond that made Crowley want to gag. 


But with Aziraphale, it was different. Everything was different with Aziraphale. 


He- he liked Aziraphale, Crowley thought. Somehow, inexplicably, he liked the angel. As much as 
he could, at least, in his position. 


The idea was unfamiliar and frightening, but Crowley knew he wasn’t wrong. And it didn’t feel 
wrong, either. There was none of the familiar dread settling in, or the sticky, slimy feeling that had 
come sometimes when Crowley had convinced himself he felt even an ounce of anything 
approaching sympathy for his Masters. He had done that often, back with Michael, to make her 
treatment of him at least somewhat more bearable. 


But this wasn’t what he was doing with Aziraphale, Crowley knew that. 
No. this was real. 


To his surprise, no dread came with that realisation in. Instead, there only was a strange sort of 
calm. As if a missing puzzle piece had clicked int place, making a bigger picture that Crowley 
couldn’t currently see, make a bit more sense. 


With shaking hands, Crowley flipped through is cookbook, looking for what spices to use. So what 


if he liked Aziraphale? The angel would never have to know. And if he didn’t know, he’d never get 
the chance to exploit that particular weakness. Crowley would keep quiet about this feeling until he 
knew what to do with it. Until he could be sure that he wouldn’t be mocked or hurt for it. That 
Aziraphale wouldn't see this sort of feeling as permission for more. 


No, a voice in the back of Crowley’s mind whispered, Aziraphale isn’t like that. 


Crowley squashed the voice. Hope would only bring him so far. His own good sense, the 
experiences he had made and the ability to anticipate how people would react to his actions had 
saved his life when hope hadn’t. He wouldn’t risk his comfortable position in Aziraphale’s life and 
bookshop for some stupid, foolish hope that somehow, Aziraphale might like him back in the same 
capacities that Crowley liked him. Innocently. 


Crowley shook his head resolutely and went back to cooking. The last few steps were easy enough, 
merely required a lot of stirring, and he let himself fall into the monotony of it instead of lingering 
on his feelings too long. They weren’t bad, those feelings, but they left him vulnerable. And 
Crowley was sick and tired of being vulnerable. 


He would keep himself safe. He would keep quiet about those stupid, vulnerable, hopeful, 
downright presumptuous feelings, and it would be just fine. He wouldn’t ruin the only safe place 
he had known in centuries just because of stupid, unfounded feelings. 


And who knew, Crowley thought with grim determination as he stirred the pasta, perhaps they 
would vanish in time. His hopes had been disappointed often enough before. Perhaps this time, it 
would be no different. 


Because maybe, that awful, traitorous voice in Crowley’s head whispered, Aziraphale would be 
disgusted by you, anyways. 


While Crowley was in the kitchen cooking something that smelled absolutely delicious, Aziraphale 
busied himself with tidying up the living room. Focusing on menial tasks like this always helped 
him deal with his thoughts better and this time was no different. 


The guilt he felt at his overdrawn reaction at Crowley’s misunderstood offer was only slowly 
lessening. He had upset the demon, he could tell, and it didn’t matter whether Aziraphale had 
come from a place of good intentions. He had still hurt Crowley. 


He wasn’t used to that, hurting people. He was an angel! Normally, he made people feel better, not 
worse. And still. With Crowley, he seemed to mess up every time. 


Aziraphale sighed and rearranged a few books. Not even his apology to Crowley had made him 
feel better. He only felt tired. Perhaps he needed a break, he admitted to himself, of being in this 
role. Of the pressure of always having to do everything correctly, of trying not to further traumatise 
someone while still keeping himself together. 


Perhaps a change of scenery could help. They had been cooped up together for a quite a while, 
after all. 


He didn’t usually spend quite this much time in his shop, either, preferring to take a walk every 
now and then, visiting a new restaurant or café. He liked stepping out into the human world, 
letting himself be swept away by it, so different from the recluse of his bookshop. Perhaps he 
should do that again soon. With Crowley. It might do them both some good. 


He would ask later, Aziraphale promised himself. He picked up his next book with a self-satisfied 
sense of resolution. He had a plan, now, and plans always made him feel a bit better. 


No ten minutes later, Crowley appeared in the doorway, a wonderful smell following him out the 
kitchen. 


“The food is ready now, angel.” 


He seemed a little unsure, so Aziraphale gave his best broad smile, trying to show him he 
appreciated his efforts. 


“Tt smells heavenly,” he said, “thank you for cooking.” 


Crowley ducked his head and nodded, disappearing back into the kitchen. Aziraphale followed 
him, pleasantly surprised when he saw that Crowley had set the table already, two full plates of 
food that looked wonderful. Crowley seemingly had made some effort to make everything look nice 
and appealing, and Aziraphale’s heart ached with the obvious care. 


Aziraphale made sure to tell the demon how nice it looked as he sat down, and Crowley accepted 
the compliment with another small nod, blushing slightly. Aziraphale’s stomach grumbled, but he 
waited until Crowley had sat down, too before digging in. 


“Heavens, Crowley,” he said after the first bite, “this is delicious. Did you use fresh basil? It’s 
wonderful.” 


Crowley nodded, blushing a little deeper. His fork had not yet touched his food. 
“Yes. The recipe said to. I’m glad you like it.” 


He only began eating after Aziraphale had taken his second bite and even then, the first forkful 
was a small one. But Crowley seemed to like it, too, because the next one was a larger heaping of 
noodles, neatly twirled around his fork. 


Aziraphale did his best not to let their conversation die for the remainder of their meal, talking 
about trivial topics he thought Crowley might also have some input on. They finished eating 
relatively quickly, both evidently hungry, and after his last bite, Aziraphale leaned back in his chair 
with a happy sigh. Opposite to him, Crowley made an attempt at getting up, presumably to wash 
the dishes, but Aziraphale held him back gently. 


“T wanted to talk to you for a moment, dear.” 


Crowley sat back down. He was frowning, but his posture was relatively relaxed still. Aziraphale 
took it as a good sign. 


“T wanted to apologise for earlier. And explain, I think. I reacted like that because I thought you 
were coming from the wrong place. I didn’t mean to belittle you. I just... I'd prefer if you didn’t 
have that feeling of obligation towards me, but I also understand that it can’t be easy to let go of 
that mindset. And if... if something like today happens again, Ill try to be more patient in making 
you understand my side. I upset you earlier, and I’m sorry for that. But I'm thankful that you 
cooked for us, dear. It does mean a lot to me, yes?” 


For a moment, Crowley only looked at Aziraphale, expressions indecipherable. The frown had 
disappeared, at least. And after another few moments, Crowley finally nodded. He didn’t say 


anything, but he did relax a bit, previously iron-poker-straight posture bleeding into something 
more comfortable. He wasn’t as relaxed as when Aziraphale had read to him, but definitely better 
than when he had left to go cook. 


“Alright,” Aziraphale said carefully when there seemed to be nothing else coming from Crowley, 
“thank you. As I said, I'll try to be a bit more patient and understanding next time. And thank you 
for cooking.” 


Crowley offered a smile at that, a real one. Aziraphale got up and took the dishes with him, 
carrying them to the sink. The demon protested at that, insisting he wash them, which eventually 
led to them both doing the washing-up side by side. Aziraphale rinsed cutlery and plates and 
Crowley dried them. 


“You know,” Aziraphale said once they were done and back in the living room, “I had an idea, 
earlier. I was thinking of going out some time in the next few days, taking a walk in the park, 
perhaps. Would you like to come with?” 


Aziraphale wanted Crowley to say yes, but he didn’t want to pressure him. He hoped that his silent 
wish wasn’t too obvious to the point where Crowley would feel pressured regardless of what 
Aziraphale said. 


Crowley sat up straighter in his armchair, eyes focussed intently on Aziraphale. 


“You don’t have to, of course,” Aziraphale said despite how much he wanted Crowley to come 
along, “it was just an idea I had.” 


After a moment of consideration, Crowley nodded, hands forming loose fists in his lap. Hs voice 
was quiet when he answered. 


“Are there usually many people in the park?” 


Aziraphale felt his heart swell at Crowley’s question. Not even a month ago, Crowley likely would 
have obeyed Aziraphale’s wish mindlessly, not even thinking to ask a question like this, one purely 
meant to make himself more comfortable with the thought of going out. 


“It depends on when you go. I was thinking later in the evening when there are usually fewer 
people. But again, you don’t have to join me. It’s just an offer in case you want to leave the flat for 
a bit. I know I’m feeling a little cooped up in here, by now.” 


He laughed, but Crowley didn’t seem much inclined to laugh with him. The demon was back to 
frowning, hands now fussing with his shirt. He wasn’t looking at Aziraphale anymore. The angel, 
heart aching, took pity on him. 


“You don’t have to tell me right away. And if you decide you’d rather not come along, that is fine, 
too. You can also come with me another time, or never at all. it is up to you.” 


Crowley nodded again and finally looked up at Aziraphale. 
“Ts it alright if I tell you tomorrow, angel?” 
“Of course, love. There is no pressure.” 


Crowley smiled briefly. He looked a little antsy, Aziraphale noticed, right foot tapping the floor in 
a nervous staccato. The moment Crowley saw him looking, he stopped, biting his lip. 


“T think,” Aziraphale said as casually as he could, not wanting Crowley to think he’d done 
something wrong, “I'll read a bit longer, still. I just got a lovely first edition of Emily Dickinson’s 
poems, one I have been after for a while. Would you like to join me? I could read a few to you, if 
you want.” 


Crowley seemed to consider the offer for a moment, but finally, he shook his head. It made 
Aziraphale smile, seeing that there was almost no hesitation before the answer. 


“T... I think I'd rather go up to my room, if that is alright with you? Of course, if you’d prefer that 
I stay...” 


“Tt’s fine,” Aziraphale said gently, not wanting to make Crowley doubt himself, “you go upstairs. 
You have no obligation towards me. Just do what you’d like to, yes?” 


Crowley nodded at that. He looked determined as he got up, jerking his chin in the direction of the 
stairs. 


“Then I'll just... go upstairs. Thank you, angel. For everything. For the planetary system and the 
poetry and the food, and for- For everything. I’m grateful for all the things you’ve done for me.” 


While Aziraphale still tried to think of an appropriate response, Crowley already got up, smoothly 
stepping up to him. He bent down a bit, putting his arms around Aziraphale’s shoulders so lightly 
that the touch almost didn’t register, a fleeting, careful hug. 


A second later, Crowley already stepped back, the hug too short for Aziraphale to reciprocate. The 
demon was back to blushing, but he was still looking straight at Aziraphale. “Ill just- I'll just go 
now,” he said, “but thank you, angel. For everything.” 


Aziraphale managed a weak You’re welcome with a rather undignified voice crack right in the 
middle, still a bit surprised by the hug. Pleasantly so, of course. 


The last few days, Crowley had been initiating physical contact more often, and it made a warm, 
happy feeling spread in the angel’s stomach. It was a sign of just how far Crowley had already 
come. And, if Aziraphale allowed himself to be selfishly hopeful, of how far he might come, still. He 
wondered where it might take them, if Crowley kept making progress at this pace. 


“T’Il see you tomorrow, then,” he said, keeping all those selfish thoughts at bay, “good night, my 
dear boy.” 


“Night, angel,” Crowley said, a real smile curling on his lips, “sleep well.” 


And with that, the demon left, making his way upstairs. 


Crowley opened his window as soon as he entered his room, relishing the cold air that hit his face. 
He took a deep, long breath, looking out on the street. It was late in the evening, almost night 
already, but there were still people around, wandering through London occupied with their own 
lives and problems. 


Crowley watched them for a while. What would it be like, walking among them? Being so close to 
humans? No other Master had ever let him go on Earth, nevermind spend time among humans. He 
had not even thought of that as a possibility until Aziraphale had mentioned it. Somehow, he had 
always assumed that he would spend his time with Aziraphale in the bookshop, the same way 
Michael had always kept him in her office. Away from prying eyes, just the two of them. 


When previous Masters had let him leave their flats, offices, dungeons, it usually was only to share 
Crowley with others. It had never been for something like this. So mundane and thrilling at the 
same time. A walk through the park. Pointless, useless, with no true benefits for Aziraphale. At 
least none that Crowley’s previous Master would have seen as a benefit. But Aziraphale, Crowley 
reminded himself, was nothing like his previous Masters. And going outside wouldn’t be some sort 
of trap Aziraphale had devised for him. Knowing Aziraphale, Crowley probably truly could refuse. 
He could say no, and the angel would honour it. 


The idea was as terrifying as it was exhilarating. 


But Crowley already knew that he wouldn’t decline. Whenever Aziraphale asked, Crowley would 
go outside with him. He did not know how not to, how to decline a Masters wish like that, so he 
would go along with it even though the mere thought made him anxious. He would put himself in a 
situation he had never been in before, an especially vulnerable one because he had no idea how to 
behave around people. He didn’t know what exactly Aziraphale would expect from him, outside. 
Leaving the flat would put him into an unpredictable situation and therefore a vulnerable position. 


But it would also offer him a certain kind of freedom, Crowley thought. Being allowed to leave his 
Master’s quarters was terrifying, yes, but also somewhat exhilarating. Not being confined by a flat 
— or bookshop in this case — no matter how comfortable and cosy it was, would likely be incredible. 
That would be the most freedom Crowley would have had in millennia, and the idea of that make 
Crowley’s skin prickle with excitement. There was a hunger in him, he realised, for experiencing 
this new and daunting thing. The outside world. 


Crowley bent and rested his head on the windowsill for a few precious moments, taking a few deep 
breaths to get his feelings back under control. Every day with Aziraphale had been more or less 
good so far, Crowley thought. No pain, no humiliation, no rape. Care, instead. Gentleness. Things 
he had desired for centuries and never truly thought he would receive. And Aziraphale was patient, 
Crowley reminded himself. The angel had told him that he did not need to decide whether he 
wanted to go outside right away. He had time, Aziraphale had promised. He could prepare for 
going outside. 


Taking another deep, steadying breath, Crowley nodded to himself. He would risk it. He would go 
outside. He would tell Aziraphale tomorrow, after he had rested. 


But for now, he would enjoy the night a little longer, the peace. He stood by the window for some 
more time, looking out on the people below him and repeating the phrase Aziraphale had read to 
him today, a gentle murmur: 


Though my soul may set in darkness, it will rise in perfect light; 
I have loved the stars too fondly to be fearful of the night. 
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The next day, Crowley awoke earlier than usually. He turned in bed, yawning. When he opened his 
eyes, still blinking the sleep away, the first sight that greeted him was that of his planetary system, 
colourful on his nightstand. Crowley smiled, allowing himself a few moments spent simply 
admiring it. Then, he got up and wandered over to the window. 


The streets outside were less busy than yesterday, fewer people walking around. Too early, 
Crowley supposed. In a few hours, there would probably be a lot more people milling about. And 
maybe Crowley would be among them. 


He had never been allowed to mingle with humans before, so he did not know them like Aziraphale 
did. From what Gabriel had said, they were dumb, almost useless creatures. Of course not entirely 
useless — after all, claiming that would be an offense to the Almighty and her creations, and not 
even Gabriel was bold enough to do that. 


But still. No Master of Crowley’s had been particularly fond of humans — except for Aziraphale, 
that was. And even though he didn’t know much about them, the idea of being so many people at 
once, a situation entirely out of his control, made Crowley feel uneasy. He hated being in crowds — 
it meant more eyes were focussed on him, and avoiding or reducing any harm that might come his 
way was made much harder. 


But he should be grateful, Crowley reminded himself harshly, that Aziraphale had even offered to 
let him outside. It was an opportunity he had never had before. It would be almost like an 
adventure. An adventure he never would have been able to experience had he been given to anyone 
but Aziraphale. 


Aziraphale looked up in surprise when Crowley came downstairs almost an hour earlier than he 
usually did. Usually, Crowley valued his sleep — something Aziraphale had never quite gotten 
behind, but as long as it made Crowley happy, he was happy, too. 


The demon entered the living room slowly, stopping a few feet away from Aziraphale’s armchair, 
seemingly considering for a moment before he decided to take a seat, too. He was chewing his 
bottom lip, eyes flitting from the bookshelves to Aziraphale and back again. 


“Did you sleep well?” 


That was neutral ground, and Crowley nodded, relaxing at the familiar question like Aziraphale 


had hoped he would. 
“Yes, thank you, angel. Did you- Did you sleep?” 


Aziraphale shook his head. It seemed as if Crowley wanted to say something more, but Aziraphale 
had learnt by now that it was best not to push. And indeed, after a few more quiet moments, 
Crowley spoke again, not quite looking at Aziraphale. 


“T thought- I thought about your generous offer from yesterday, angel, about the park. I think I'd 
like to. Accompany you outside, I mean. Thank you for offering.” 


Crowley ducked his head after he finished, missing Aziraphale’s smile. 


“Brilliant! I'd be delighted if you joined me. When do you want to go? Today might be quite nice, 
the weather is beautiful, but any other day will do as well.” 


“T’d like to go today, angel, if it’s alright with you. If you’d prefer another-” 


“Today is absolutely fine, my dear,” interrupted Aziraphale gently. “The weather is gorgeous, and 
I think some sunshine would do us both good. Is there anywhere specific you’d like to go? I usually 
take a walk through the park, so if you’d be up for that?” 


Aziraphale was mindful of not overwhelming Crowley with too many choices at once. The demon 
seemed to appreciate it, nodding with the barest hint of a smile on his face. 


“Brilliant. Let’s say before lunch, then? We could bring some bread for the ducks in the park, if 
you want. And there are always beautiful flowers in the park, I think you’ll like those.” 


Perhaps, Aziraphale was being a little too enthusiastic, but he couldn’t help himself. Walks aways 
lifted his spirits, and the thought of sharing that with Crowley was a pleasant one. Hopefully, there 
wouldn’t be too many people. But then again, they could just choose the paths few people usually 
used, and if the need arose, Aziraphale could still convince other people to go somewhere else with 
a miracle or two. 


“That sounds good. Thank you, angel. I just- I haven’t been outside of a master’s quarters in a long 
time, and this is the first time I have ever been on Earth. Im- I’m not used to people, and I hope...” 


Crowley trailed off, apparently unsure how to continue the sentence. Aziraphale gave his best to 
assuage his worries. 


“That’s fine, dear. We’ll just avoid other people as best we can, and if need be, I can always use a 
miracle for that. It'll be just fine.” 


Aziraphale offered a smile and Crowley, albeit hesitantly, smiled back. 


“Well then, my dear boy, was there anything special you wanted to do before we leave? We do 
have another few hours, so plenty of time to do what we want.” 


“Td like to read a little, angel, if that is alright?” 
Aziraphale nodded, lifting his own book. 
“Absolutely. I have a few more chapters to get through, myself.” 


Once more, Crowley smiled at him — something he was doing more and more often these days — 
and got up to grab his cookbook. 


Time passed quickly, three hours ticking by almost without Crowley noticing. Crowley had just 
finished the last recipe in the Vegetarian section when Aziraphale got up, stretching a little. 


“T think we could leave now, dear, if you want.” 


Crowley nodded, getting up too. He was as nervous as he was excited, trying to balance both 
feelings in a way that neither would be too obvious in his aura. 


He followed Aziraphale to the front door, watching as the angel put on shoes and a coat. Crowley 
fiddled with the sleeve of his shirt. He hadn’t even thought about that — he owned no clothes other 
than the ones he was wearing, no shoes or jacket. Why would he? He had never needed them 
before and his previous Masters certainly had never given him anything that could be seen as a 
luxury item such as a coat. 


Perhaps Aziraphale expected him to go barefoot. Crowley didn’t dare ask, wary of sounding to 
demanding or out-of-line, but Aziraphale was already turning to him, a somewhat guilty look on 
his face. 


“Oh, I’m sorry, dear boy. I forgot you don’t have any other clothes. We could try and see if any of 
mine fit you, but I doubt it, especially the shoes. And it’s much nicer having your own, anyways, 
isn’t it? I could miracle you some, if you’d like?” 


Crowley opened his mouth reflexively, preparing to tell the angel that it wouldn’t be necessary, 
only to realise that indeed, it would. Going outside without a coat he might still manage in this 
weather, but a walk without shoes would be difficult. 


Crowley’s hands began to sweat. He didn’t want to trouble Aziraphale, conjuring something just 
for him, but if they were to go outside, there was no other option. But that meant that there would 
be yet another thing Crowley would owe Aziraphale for. Another debt he could never hope to 


repay. 


Crowley looked up from where he had been focussing on his hands, about to voice his thoughts but 
he was stopped in his tracks by Aziraphale’s expression. The angel looked unusually determined, 
speaking kindly, but firmly. 


“T will conjure something for you. That is not negotiable. You need clothes Crowley. If you feel 
uncomfortable with that, you can cook dinner in exchange, if you want. Not because you’d owe 
me, just as an exchange — so that both of us do something to help the other, yes? Would that be 
alright?” 


Crowley felt the knot in his chest loosen, making his shoulders sag forward, his breath even out. It 
still made him feel uncomfortable, having Aziraphale do something for him, but it was a good 
offer. It made dealing with his debt easier, knowing that there would be an element of exchange. 
Something he could do for his Master. 


“Yes. Thank you, Ma- thank you, Aziraphale.” 


“Perfect. Any preferences as to what you want to wear? I’ve been told my style is ‘out of fashion’, 
so I do not want to subject you to that, just in case you agree. Any wishes for your clothes?” 


Crowley quickly shook his head. 


“Whatever you think is best, angel.” 


He meant it. It was a startling realisation, especially considering Crowley’s hang-ups regarding 
clothes. Previous Masters — especially Michael — had occasionally liked to ‘dress him up’, usually 
using clothing specifically designed to humiliate him. He had hated it every time, because it had 
made him even more worthless, cheap and dolled up like his Masters had wanted. But for some 
reason, he did not feel that same fear with Aziraphale. He trusted him not to pick out something 
designed to make him feel terrible, nor something that made him look alluring, as Gabriel had 
often called it with a sickening smile. But Aziraphale just nodded, tilting his head, clearly thinking. 


Anticipating the miracle, Crowley stood still and tense as Aziraphale frowned, clearly 
concentrating. A moment passed, and then Crowley felt a cold, prickling sensation on his feet and 
back, spreading over his arms as well. He looked down to see a black leather jacket had appeared 
on him, as well as a sleek pair of black shoes. 


“T didn’t know what it would turn out to be, but I must say, this suits you! Do you like it?” 


The pride in Aziraphale’s voice was evident. Crowley looked up to see him smiling, hands clasped 
together in front of him. 


“T like it,” Crowley said, small smile on his lips, “and it fits well. Thank you, angel.” 


The jacket was incredibly comfortable, soft and sturdy at the same time. Crowley ran his hands 
across the sleeves, memorising how the material felt under his fingertips. 


“Well then,” Aziraphale said, turning towards the door, “now that we’re both properly outfitted, we 
can go. After you.” 


Crowley quickly stepped through the door, watching as Aziraphale hung a Do-Not-Disturb-Sign on 
the door. He didn’t yet dare turn around and face the street. 


Outside. He was outside, on eEarth, nonetheless. It was louder than he had anticipated, the noises 
of cars, conversation, and the occasional dog barking mingling together. The sounds were no 
longer muffled by the shops windows and Crowley took a few seconds to simply get used to the 
noise. 


Finally, he turned around, taking in the outside world. There were a lot of people, many of them 
walking alone, and the majority hurrying. Many were on their phones, a few walking their dogs, 
some with children or a partner. 


Aziraphale stepped up next to Crowley, a bit closer than he normally did. Crowley tensed 
automatically but forced himself to relax again. He let Aziraphale lead him through the streets to 
the park, gladly letting the angel take charge, too overwhelmed by all the sounds, smells, and 
sights to concentrate on much else. Thankfully, they did not have to walk for long. 


“The park will be a bit quieter,” Aziraphale said as they stepped through the gates, “Are you 
alright? Was that too overwhelming?” 


Crowley shook his head. 
“Tt’s fine, angel. Thank you for asking.” 


Aziraphale smiled. He seemed more relaxed here among trees and flowers, around fewer people. 
Huh. Perhaps Crowley was not the only one who preferred solitude. 


“Would you like to just wander around a bit, or should I lead you to the duck pond? I have already 
taken care that no one would be there but us.” 


“Duck pond please, angel.” 


Crowley did not let himself linger on the thought that Aziraphale was using up his miracles to 
make him more comfortable. It would be no good, going down that road — it was a debt he would 
never be able to repay, no matter how much he cooked for his Master. 


They strolled through the park more leisurely than they had through the busy streets. For the most 
part, they did not meet many people on their way to the pond, but still - whenever someone came a 
little too close, Crowley felt himself tense up. Aziraphale was a steadying, grounding presence next 
to him though, and each time, relaxing afterwards became just a little easier. 


After a while, Crowley managed to relax enough to actually take in the park around him. It was 
beautiful. The air was warm, the trees were swaying in a soft breeze, and Crowley could hear birds 
singing. The grass around the paths was beautiful, too, lush green and every now and then, there 
were flowerbeds, too. 


The first time they walked past one, Crowley stopped automatically, struck by the variety in 
flowers, their different shapes and colours. He had not even noticed he had stopped walking, 
tensing when Aziraphale came up next to him, sure that he would be angry at the interruption. But 
the angel merely gave a small smile and led Crowley closer to the flowers, avoiding the couple that 
was coming their way. 


“Beautiful, aren’t they? Those are pansies. Flowerbeds like this are all over the park — if you want 
to, we can visit a few.” 


Crowley looked at Aziraphale, eyes wide. Seeing more sounded like a dream, but Crowley knew 
that his dreams only very rarely turned into reality. And when they did, it was only his nightmares. 
But Aziraphale looked so genuine, so honest, and Crowley remembered how he had read to him, 
how he had conjured clothes specifically for him. All the favours he had done for him, the 
kindness and gentleness he provided. Crowley took a deep breath and nodded. 


“Td like that, angel. Thank you for the offer. The flowers are beautiful, especially the yellow 
ones.” 


Aziraphale agreed and they continued their walk, slowly making their way through the parking, 
stopping at seemingly every flowerbed. Crowley admired every one of them and Aziraphale gave 
him the time and space to do so, never hurrying, never mean. 


Although there was still an underlying current of nerves, making Crowley tense whenever other 
passer-by came close to them, he enjoyed the walk much more than he had anticipated. The park 
was fascinating, and though they walked mostly in silence, occasionally, Aziraphale would tell an 
anecdote, making the walk even more enjoyable. Crowley always listened eagerly. 


He was almost relaxed, Crowley realised. The tension he usually carried had lessened, the warm 
air and nature around him doing their job perfectly. It also helped that Aziraphale seemed to be in 
an even better mood than usually, humming softly, a small smile etched in his face. 


He did not even seem bothered by the humans that crossed their path. There was never any 
annoyance or disdain, none of the contempt Gabriel would likely have displayed, not even when a 
man bumped into him on a narrow path. Only a small chuckle and a smile. It was so different to 
how Crowley had learnt angels — and demons, of course, but that was to be expected — behaved 
towards humans, how they viewed them. 


Normally, behaviour that derived from what Crowley had expected was a terrible sign for him. It 


meant unexpected pain, unknown terrors. But now, there was no fear, only fascination as 
Aziraphale never seemed to lose his good mood. 


After a while, Crowley noticed that they were encountering fewer people than before. After a 
while, even the last few encounters stopped, and after another few minutes of walking, it became 
apparent why. 


They had reached the duck pond Aziraphale had told Crowley about. There was a miracle in the 
air, Crowley could feel it. It made him tense, the presence of magic, but it had the characteristic 
feel of Aziraphale’s miracles, so he slowly forced himself to relax. He knew what it was for, after 
all. The miracle was there for his benefit, to keep people away from the pond. To make Crowley 
feel better. He should appreciate it, not fear it. 


The pond was beautiful. Bigger than Crowley had thought, surrounded by reed, with ducks 
swimming in the greenish water, occasionally dunking their heads under water. For a few moments, 
Crowley could do nothing but stare at it, trying to take it all in. It was fascinating in a way not even 
the flowerbeds had been, and Crowley watched the ducks closely, listened to their quacking. 
Despite the noise, the pond and surrounding empty benches created a peaceful atmosphere. 


Finally, Crowley managed to tear himself away, hurrying to the bench Aziraphale had sat down on. 
Aziraphale looked up when Crowley approached, looking slightly curious. 


“Do you like it, dear?” 


Crowley nodded quickly, gaze wandering to the pond again. He knew he should be looking at his 
Master, knew that any other owner of his would have punished him for the insolence already, but 
he could not tear his eyes away from the pond. Watching the ducks was fascinating, their bobbing 
up and down in search of food an amusing spectacle to Crowley. They were some of the first 
animals Crowley had ever seen on Earth; the only ones he had seen up close ever since Eden. The 
thought made something in him ache, the memory of what he had used to be, where he had used to 
live. How he had used to be free. 


But no. That was a thought best immediately banned, lest his Master somehow learnt of it. If 
Aziraphale knew what Crowley was thinking, how insolent he was being, it would not end well. 
Surely, not even Aziraphale would accept such terrible impertinence. 


Luckily, Aziraphale interrupted Crowley’s thoughts before they could become any worse. 
“This is one of my favourite parts of the park. It’s so peaceful, and a nice spot for reading, too.” 
Crowley nodded, finally looking at the angel. 

“Tt’s beautiful. Thank you for letting me see it, angel.” 


“You’re welcome. Were you alright with all the people, earlier? I tried to avoid them, but I don’t 
know if I was all that successful.” 


Crowley quickly shook his head. 
“Tt was fine, angel.” 


“Well, then,” Aziraphale said, reaching into the pocket of his coat, taking out a small bag, “T 
brought some duck food, if you want? They are always so happy when someone feeds them.” 


Crowley accepted a handful of food, holding it uncertainly. Aziraphale was going to spend time on 


the ducks? On feeding them? They were not even humans, couldn’t even talk, and here Aziraphale 
was, being kinder to them than any other angel had ever been to Crowley. 


That thought, too, hurt somewhere deep in Crowley’s chest. 


He followed Aziraphale’s example, tossing a handful of food towards the pond, waiting for ducks 
to approach. They came quickly, waddling and quacking at Crowley could not suppress a small 
smile at the spectacle. 


One of the ducks attacked the food Crowley had thrown them, swallowing it quickly. Aziraphale 
smiled encouragingly at Crowley, and the demon felt a rush of pride go through him. He squashed 
the feeling almost as soon as it had come. Pride wasn’t for him. He had nothing to be proud of, he 
was nothing, something like him would never be able to accomplish anything at all- 


Crowley shook his head harshly, busying himself with throwing the next handful of food to the 
ducks. He would not allow himself to spiral now, not when this was supposed to be good. 
Relaxing. And he would not think of pride anymore. That emotion was not for him. 


Crowley shivered, zipping up his jacket. Luckily, Aziraphale did not seem to have noticed his slip- 
up. The angel merely shot him a quick look before he resumed feeding the ducks. After a few more 
deep breaths, Crowley did the same. 


They stayed in the park for a while longer, just until it was cold enough that Aziraphale wanted to 
leave. He could have simply miracle them some warmer clothes, but he was rather looking forward 
to being home again, and the cold was the perfect excuse. And besides, he did not want to 
overwhelm Crowley with too much time spent outside. 


The way back went by quickly and quietly. Crowley did not stop at the flowerbeds this time, 
though he did often look back to catch another look at them. It made Aziraphale smile, Crowley’s 
unusual — but very welcome — open admiration of something. 


All in all, Aziraphale counted their stroll as a success. Even though Crowley had tensed and shied 
away from people when they had approached them, he had been relatively relaxed by the pond. 
And happy. Almost as much as when he had gotten the begonia or built his planetary system. 


When some of that ease and happiness vanished when they arrived back in the bookstore. 
Aziraphale tried not to be hurt by it. The moment the door closed behind them, Crowley withdrew 
into himself again, his eyes drifting to Aziraphale’s shoulder rather than his face. Aziraphale tried 
not to dwell on it, instead busying himself with taking off his shoes and coat, hopefully allowing 
Crowley a moment to collect himself. 


When Aziraphale looked up again, Crowley was holding out his shoes and jacket with a vaguely 
uncomfortable expression. Quickly, Aziraphale shook his head. 


“You can keep them, if you want to. I’d ask you to leave the shoes here so the living area stays 
clean, but they will still be yours. And if you want you to, you can take the jacket up to your room. 
Were your clothes comfortable?” 


For a moment, Crowley just stared at him. Then, he nodded, clutching the jacket to his chest. He 
bent down to put down the shoes, lining them up with the wall neatly, keeping eye contact with 
Aziraphale as he did so. 


“They were very comfortable, angel, thank you. And [’d- I’d like to keep them. Thank you.” 


Aziraphale smiled and led them both to the living room which was significantly cosier than the 
hallway. 


“You’re welcome, my dear. If you ever need or want any other clothes, you can always just ask 
me. And the offer from earlier regarding dinner still stands.” 


Aziraphale didn’t necessarily like that he had to make a deal with Crowley just to get the demon to 
accept some kindness, but he knew that Crowley needed it. Aziraphale could get behind the idea of 
give-and-take, but the degree to which Crowley needed it was a little off-putting. He would have 
preferred simply gifting him the shoes and coat, but, well. If an exchange of services made 
accepting the gift easier for Crowley, Aziraphale would swallow his discomfort and do it. 


Crowley followed Aziraphale to the living room, jacket still clutched in his hands. His eyes flitted 
over to the staircase leading up to his room, but he did not step towards it. Aziraphale put on his 
best smile, trying not to betray his emotions. 


“T will just prepare something for us to nibble on, I am feeling a little peckish. If you want, just put 
your jacket away in the meantime and I’Il call when I’m done. I have a small surprise for you, if 
you want. Nothing dangerous or harmful, of course, just something I thought you might like. I was 
thinking we could have some food and then the surprise. What do you say?” 


Crowley blinked, face closed-off again. His eyes darted around the room for a moment before they 
settled on Aziraphale’s. He took a deep breath, seemingly collecting himself, and visibly forced 
himself to relax. Aziraphale supressed a wince. With how much tension the demon was carrying, it 
truly was high time for his surprise. He should have thought of it sooner, but it had only occurred 
to him in the park, when it had become apparent just how tense Crowley was most of the time. 


“Alright, angel.” 


Aziraphale smiled at Crowley, trying to look as encouraging as possible. The demon hesitantly 
returned the smile, already taking a step towards the stairs. Well, then. Crowley clearly needed 
time alone, and Aziraphale himself should best get to setting up his surprise. He went towards the 
kitchen, mentally listing what fruit they still had at home. He would probably have to miracle 
something into the shop. 


The rush of excitement from their walk still hadn’t completely left Crowley, though he had tried 
not to let it show. He had been almost relaxed on their walk and especially at the pond, and he 
hoped that Aziraphale did not see that as being weak. 


Returning to the bookshop had, surprisingly, brought back some of the discomfort Crowley had 
been able to push away over the past few days, some of the fear. He had seen now that there was a 
world outside of Aziraphale’s shop, a vibrant one, full of life and people and flowers, and while he 
did like the bookshop, it was a stark and jarring contrast to the world outside. In here, it was only 
him and his Master again. No one to watch, yes, but also no one to help Crowley, should it be 
necessary. Not that Crowley had ever received any help. 


And besides, Crowley chided himself, clutching the fabric of the jacket Aziraphale had so 
generously gifted to him, so far, the angel had not done anything to harm him. He would not do it 
now, either. Crowley’s mind was just playing tricks on him again. 


Crowley focused on his tasks instead of the fear, opening his closet and carefully hanging up the 
leather jacket. It was lonely in the otherwise empty closet, but that did not take any of its magic 


away. It was his. Somehow, inexplicably, it was his. Now, he had four things in this room to call 
his own — the jacket, his cookbook, the begonia, and the planetary system on his nightstand. It was 
more than he had ever owned before. 


Looking around the room, taking in all the things that were his, calmed Crowley a little, enough so 
that he could think more clearly again. He should not keep Aziraphale waiting, not when he was 
preparing something specifically for Crowley. Though everything in Crowley tensed at the idea of 
a surprise, there was no other option but to go downstairs and see what Aziraphale had come up 
with. 


Surprises had never meant anything good for him before. Previous Masters had enjoyed instilling 
fear in him, dreadful anticipation, but somehow, regardless of what Crowley had imagined would 
happen to him, his Masters’ surprises had always been worse than even his most horrifying ideas. 
But Aziraphale wasn’t like that. Crowley knew Aziraphale wasn’t like that, even if the idea of a 
surprise set him on edge. Aziraphale had proved himself to be kind and forgiving over and over 
again — today’s walk was a testament to that. The surprise would likely be fine, too. There would 
be no pain and humiliation coming, unless Crowley somehow managed to fuck up immensely. 
Which he just... wouldn’t. 


Taking a deep breath and once more touching his leather jacket for comfort, Crowley exited his 
room again, trying to remain positive about what was to come. 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope you enjoyed and that you're all safe and healthy!! 


The Safety of an Embrace 


Chapter Notes 


There’s some sex talk in this chapter — nothing graphic, as I don’t write that, but 
there’s general discussions about sex and unpleasant experiences that are connected to 
SX. 

Also, there are mentions of past sexual abuse, assault and non-consensual touching, 
vague talk of rape/non-con. Also shame about having been sexually absued. Nothing 
graphic at all, and it is only mentioned in the second half of the chapter. 

Also! For once, Aziraphale is the vulnerable one! It’s a wild ride for everyone 
involved. © 


I hope all of you are alright during these times! <3 


Downstairs, Aziraphale had almost finished with his preparations. The room was a few degrees 
warmer than usually, there was a plate of food on the coffee table, filled with biscuits and fruit. He 
had lit only two lamps, bathing the room in a soft glow. If pride had been allowed for angels, 
Aziraphale would be feeling very proud of himself, indeed. As it was, he felt only a little proud, 
mindful not to cross into improper territory. 


The room was comfortable, cosy. The perfect atmosphere for a nice massage. 


Aziraphale had only been massaged three times himself, but for the most part, he thought massages 
were comfortable, relaxing experiences. Seeing just how tense Crowley always was, had made him 
think about offering one to the demon. It worried Aziraphale sometimes, seeing how tightly wound 
Crowley was. If Crowley let him, Aziraphale would enjoy helping him relax like this. 


Aziraphale had, of course, taken into account that Crowley might be uncomfortable with his offer. 
He would have to be vigilant, watch carefully whether Crowley was agreeing because he thought 
he had to or because he genuinely wanted a massage. After all, being massaged would leave 
Crowley into a relatively vulnerable position, and Aziraphale knew how much he despised that. It 
was intimate in an entirely different way than wing grooming was, and Aziraphale did not know 
precisely how much Crowley knew about human customs, but he was aware that massages at times 
also had sexual undertones. And that was a message he definitely did not want to send to Crowley. 


He would just have to be careful, Aziraphale told himself, mindful that whatever happened, neither 
of their boundaries would be crossed. 


As if he knew that Aziraphale’s mental pep-talk had just ended, Crowley came downstairs. He was 
walking slowly, carrying himself stiffly, and that only reinforced Aziraphale’s decision to help 
alleviate the demon’s tension as well as he could. 


“Did you put the jacket away?” 
Better to ease into things, especially with how nervous Crowley was looking. 


“T put it in m- the closet. Thank you again, angel.” 


“You’re very welcome. An if you need more clothes or if there are any problems with the jacket, 
tell me and I’1l fix it, yes?” 


Crowley nodded, shuffling his feet a little. Aziraphale was almost entirely certain he would not tell 
him if he needed or wanted more clothing. But that was alright, he told himself firmly. Crowley 
accepting the jacket and shoes had already been a huge step. And they would likely last a long 
time. Or at least Aziraphale hoped so — one never knew with those modern clothes. 


“Well, regardless,” Aziraphale said, clearing his throat. He was, for some reason, a little nervous 
and could only hope Crowley couldn’t pick up on it. “I have a surprise for you. As I already 
mentioned. As always, of course, if you don’t like it, please tell me. You’re not obligated to like it 
and there will no consequences if you don’t. But I thought that I could help you relax a little. 
You’re so tense all of the time, and I thought it might be nice, getting a break from that.” 


Crowley frowned slightly but nodded, perching on the edge of the sofa. Aziraphale walked over, 
sitting down in a safe distance from the demon. He swallowed, throat slightly dry. There was no 
reason to be nervous, he reminded himself sternly. Nothing bad was about to happen and definitely 
nothing sexual, regardless of what some people might think of massages. No matter what a certain 
masseuse a couple years ago might have thought, either. It was stupid, being nervous because of a 
massage, one he himself had planned and initiated. He was... He was just trying not to make 
Crowley uncomfortable, Aziraphale thought firmly. Yes. That must be it. Any trace of nervosity 
surely came from a place of fear over Crowley’s well-being and not any personal... hang-ups. 


“Angel?” 


Crowley sounded hesitant, looking at him with a small frown. Apparently, Aziraphale had been 
quiet for longer than he had realised. Quickly, Aziraphale flashed a smile at Crowley, hopefully 
one of the reassuring sorts rather than the worrying, too-broad ones he knew he sometimes wore. 


“Apologies. I was somewhere else for a minute, dear. Well, as I was saying, I was thinking about 
how I could help relieve your tension a little. A massage might help with that, I was thinking. Fully 
clothed, of course,” Aziraphale added quickly, “since I wouldn’t feel comfortable otherwise and it 
wouldn’t be appropriate, either. I could massage your back and shoulders, relieve some of the 
tension. But please don’t feel pressured to agree if you don’t want me to. I know massages can be a 
very intimate business.” 


Crowley shifted slightly, but was still looking at Aziraphale. He did not seem to be overly 
apprehensive or uncomfortable with the idea. He seemed surprised, for the most part, but not afraid 
as Aziraphale had feared he would be. 


“That... It’s kind of you, angel, but it isn’t- isn’t necessary. You’ ve already done so much for me 
today. But I appreciate the offer, angel. I do.” 


Crowley looked a little nervous after his refusal, as he always did after declining an offer. 
Aziraphale was tempted to let it be, but there was a certain longing in the demon’s eyes. He was 
leaning forward, body angled towards Aziraphale, and he was wearing that same hesitant, half- 
hidden expression of desire Aziraphale had seen on him so often when Crowley wanted something 
but did not dare express it. 


“If you truly don’t want me to then that’s fine, dear. But I just need to tell you that it wouldn’t be a 
bother. I believe I would enjoy it, too. I like helping you in whatever way I can.” 


Crowley thought about that for a moment, gaze becoming a little unfocussed. Aziraphale tried not 
to let that worry him. Finally, Crowley took a deep breath, and then, releasing it again, he answered 


in one big rush: “Then I’d be honoured, angel. Thank you. Is there something- What should I do in 
return?” 


Aziraphale almost said his typical answer already, felt the words’ familiar shape on the tip of his 
tongue, when he stopped himself. There was something that Crowley could do in return. If he 
wanted to, of course. 


“Ah, yes. There is something, actually. I know it is a sensitive topic for you, and you can always 
decline if you want to, but I was wondering if you’d want to work on using your miracles again? I 
could help with that, I reckon.” 


Aziraphale watched as Crowley transformed before his eyes, sitting up straighter, leaning forward 
again. There was a different look in his eyes, now. Hunger, Aziraphale thought, unashamed 
longing, nothing to hide it, now. 


“Td love that, angel.” 


There was no uncertainty in Crowley’s voice, no fear. Where the demon had been hesitant and a 
little afraid when Aziraphale had asked him the same question a few weeks ago, now he only 
seemed eager. He was smiling even, and Aziraphale couldn’t even begin to put into words how 
much he enjoyed seeing this change in Crowley. Normally, Crowley never showed too many 
positive emotions, at least not this openly, and it was fascinating, seeing how different he looked, 
now. How happy. 


“T’d love that, angel,” Crowley repeated, “I haven’t- I haven’t been able to use my miracles in a 
long time and I would- I mean it would- I would like that, angel. Thank you for offering, 
Aziraphale. Thank you.” 


For once, Aziraphale was the speechless one. He had not expected Crowley to be so honest, 
vulnerable, and enthusiastic about this. He knew miracles were a sore topic for the demon and had 
half-prepared himself for a rejection. But Crowley had agreed, and readily so. Aziraphale beamed. 


It felt good, knowing that he could do this for Crowley, that he could help him relearn his magic. 
Aziraphale knew logically that he was already doing a lot for Crowley, but it felt good, still, being 
able to do just a little more, something that would hopefully bring the demon joy and some 
autonomy. Because if he was being honest with himself, Crowley was doing a lot for him; albeit 
unknowingly, and Aziraphale wanted to pay it back. 


Crowley merely being here was enough to make Aziraphale’s days a little brighter, a little more 
interesting than they had been before. He had not realised how lonely he had been until Crowley 
had come along. And seeing him open up, each day a little more, filled Aziraphale with a sense of 
joy and love he could hardly put into words. 


Sad as it might sound, Crowley was the closest thing Aziraphale had to a friend. He liked Crowley, 
admittedly a bit more than might strictly be appropriate, given the imbalance of power between 
them. Not that he was planning on telling Crowley as much — the demon was only very slowly 
beginning to trust him, was only now slowly learning to think of him as just another angel instead 
of a master. Friendship, innocent as it was, would overwhelm Crowley entirely. But still. Repaying 
Crowley for some of that would feel good. 


But first, Aziraphale reminded himself, the massage. He took a deep breath and leaned forward. 


“Well, as I said, I'd be honoured to help with that. Just tell me when you’d like to try it, yes? You 
are the one who has the power when it comes to this. But I should warn you — I’ve never done 


anything like this before, helped someone regain their powers, and I’m not entirely sure how it 
would work. But I’m sure that together, we’ ll find a way. But first, would you like the massage 
now? I prepared something to nibble on, but if you- We can also just eat now and do the massage 
at another time.” 


Coward, Aziraphale chided himself. And when Crowley nodded, agreeing to the massage, 
Aziraphale made sure his smile did not falter. This had been his idea. There would be no 
unwelcome surprises. Everything would be fine. 


“Well, then,” he said, scooting further back on the sofa, making space for Crowley, “I’m no expert, 
but I’ve read a lot about techniques and such, so I am confident I know at least the basics. But if I 
do anything that feels wrong or hurts in a bad way, tell me, yes?” 


Crowley gave a slight nod. He turned, offering his back to Aziraphale. The angel tried not to read 
too much into the lack of hesitation in the movement, tired not to let his heart get ahead of itself. 


Crowley’s hair had grown longer in the time he had been with Aziraphale, spilling past his 
shoulders now, over his back. It was beautiful, the fiery red, but not particularly practical for a 
massage. Aziraphale leaned forward. 


“ll touch your hair, now,” he warned softly, “I just need to move it away from your shoulders.” 


He gathered Crowley’s hair, surprised at how soft it was, but when he pushed it over his shoulders 
towards the demon’s chest, a few strands slipped back, spreading over his back again. Aziraphale 
frowned. 


“Let me.” 


Crowley’s voice was quiet, and his hand came up, gathering his hair. His pinky brushed 
Aziraphale’s palm for just a moment and somehow, it took all Aziraphale had in him not to gasp. 
He watched, inexplicably fascinated, as Crowley scooped up his hair in a nice little bun, tying it 
with an elastic. 


“Ah, thank you.” 


Aziraphale pretended his voice hadn’t shaken and thankfully, Crowley didn’t lose a word about it, 
either. After a moment to collect himself, Aziraphale began explaining what he was going to do 
now, trying to prepare both Crowley and himself. 


He started by running his hands down Crowley’s shoulders and arms with firm but gentle pressure. 
Already, he could feel how that mere touch affected Crowley. His posture became a little slouchier, 
he hung his head, allowing Aziraphale better access. They did not touch often, but evidently, touch 
was something Crowley had missed. 


After a few moments, Aziraphale moved on to the next bit. He began by digging his thumbs in the 
soft spot where shoulders met neck, Crowley’s t-shirt exposing just enough for Aziraphale to touch 
his skin directly. Crowley let out a slow hiss of air but pushed back into Aziraphale’s hands a bit. 
Smiling to himself, Aziraphale continued. 


He went on like this, eventually moving to other regions and techniques. Crowley remained quiet 
through it expect for small hisses of air, sounds of pleasure or pain when Aziraphale found a 
particularly tense spot. Aziraphale let himself relax into this, their closeness and touch, the trust it 
spoke of. He gave his best not to miss any spots, let himself get used to the rhythm of the motions. 
He, too relaxed a bit, as much as was possible with the strength he needed for the massage. And 


through it all, he thoroughly enjoyed seeing and feeling Crowley relax more and more, the 
demon’s tenseness seeping from him under Aziraphale’s careful hands. 


Crowley had never liked pain. Not before he had been enslaved and certainly not after. But this 
hint of pain, one that gave way to comfort and relaxation, this he could perhaps get behind. 
Aziraphale was a comforting presence behind him, voice gentle when he told Crowley what would 
be coming next. Always so careful, Crowley thought, and then quickly banished that thought. But 
Aziraphale’s narration did help. It made the anxiety that was still lurking around lessen, the one 
that was brought on by someone sitting behind him while he was vulnerable. 


At first, Crowley had tried to hide the small hisses of pain, then pleasure whenever Aziraphale 
found a particularly tense spot. He knew that generally, Masters did not like it when his more 
snake-like features came out. How often had he been hurt by Gabriel or Michael because he had 
accidentally reminded them that he had been the snake to tempt Eve? But Aziraphale did not seem 
to mind the hissing. He merely continued the massage, gentle but firm. 


The minutes ran by until Aziraphale stopped kneading his shoulders. He was now running his 
finger up and down the length of Crowley’s spine, tap-tapping, a sensation Crowley could get lost 
in. He had to bite back a sigh when Aziraphale removed his hands fully, shifting behind him. 


Crowley forced himself to sit up straighter, not wanting to appear ungrateful or lazy despite 
wanting to do nothing more than to sag forward and lie down on the sofa, never moving again, 
simply basking in the relaxation of the massage. 


But he had been trained to always try and please his superiors, so Crowley sat up straight and 
watched from the corner of his eye as Aziraphale got up, stretching a little. Crowley rearranged 
himself so he faced the angel. Aziraphale smiled down at him but then, his eyes widened, surprise 
replacing the soft happiness. 


Crowley tensed. Aziraphale only very rarely showed emotions this openly, and it was a little 
unnerving, seeing such surprise on the usually collected angel’s face. He opened his mouth, unsure 
whether he was going to apologise or dare and ask the angel what had happened, when Aziraphale 
already spoke, uncharacteristically enthusiastic. 


“Crowley, your eyes! They’re golden. More so than usually, I mean. Just golden, there’s no yellow 
anymore.” 


Crowley tensed. 

He knew what was happening. It hadn’t happened in hundreds, if not thousands of years — the 
latest memory Crowley had of his eyes deepening in colour was in Eden, on a warm summer night. 
He had been eating apples, he recalled, enjoying the irony, when he had caught his reflection in a 
puddle, left over from the summer rain. His eyes changing colour was a sign of happiness and 
relaxation. Of peace. 


Perhaps, Crowley should be more worried about what that meant, his eyes changing colour without 
him realising, but all he could think about was Aziraphale’s reaction to it. Realistically he knew 
that it likely wouldn’t be a bad one — the angel had not even reacted negatively to his wings, dirty, 
broken, and yet a reminder that Crowley had been an angel once, a heavenly creature just like 
Aziraphale himself was. And if that, something Gabriel and Michael especially had despised like 
little else about Crowley, hadn’t revolted Aziraphale, hopefully his eyes wouldn’t either. 
Nevermind that they were a reminder of the snake-part of him. 


“T’m sorry,” Crowley offered tentatively, “I didn’t- I didn’t know they were changing colour. If it 
bothers you, maybe I can-” 


“Not at all,” Aziraphale interrupted, “they don’t bother me at all. They’re lovely. Do you know 
why they’ ve changed colour?” 


Crowley hesitated for a moment before he answered. He wanted to keep this hidden, sure that 
somehow, his eye colour being indicative of his state of relaxation could be used against him. But 
he could not not answer. 


“Because I’m relaxed,” he finally managed, “they only do that when [’m... ’'m content. I’m sorry. 
I know it’s a reminder of me being a demon and a- I mean that I am part snake. Thesnake. I’m 
sorry if they are repulsive, my, my previous-” 


Crowley broke off. My previous Masters he had wanted to say but suddenly, that did not feel like a 
good idea, anymore. It would group them together, somehow, Aziraphale and all his other Masters, 
when Aziraphale was so different to them. 


It felt wrong somehow, calling Aziraphale his Master, even if it was just by association. But he 
would inspect why later. He had to explain more, first, because Aziraphale was looking a little 
confused. 


Crowley licked his lip, tongue darting out. Another snake-habit, but Aziraphale did not even bat an 
eye at it. 


“The, the other angels were always displeased when my more snake-like features came out. 
Gabriel said it reminded him that I had been the one to... the one to tempt Eve. That’s why- That’s 
why I thought you’d be repulsed. I’m sorry.” 


Crowley couldn’t help but feel as if he had done something wrong. As if he had offended 
Aziraphale somehow. The angel did not look offended, not did his aura hint at any hidden feelings, 
but Crowley still felt as if he had messed up. Misstepped somewhere along the way and now, there 
would be consequences for that, even though he did not even know what he had done wrong. 


But Crowley wasn’t... he wasn’t afraid. He didn’t fear any punishment coming his way. There was 
only the quiet feeling of dissatisfaction squirming in his belly, almost disappointment. It was a 
new, uncomfortable feeling. One he wasn’t sure how to deal with. 


“Of course I don’t mind, dear,” Aziraphale said, “your eyes are lovely. They suit you, and the 
darker gold is a beautiful colour. These other angels did not know what they were talking about. 
They have made terrible choices regarding you and have behaved in ways no angel ever should.” 


A look of anger crossed Aziraphale’s face at that, jarring in its unusualness, but somehow, it did 
not frighten Crowley. Too warm did he feel still, warmed by Aziraphale’s words, so freely offered. 


Aziraphale cleared his throat, cheeks slightly pink. Why, Crowley did not know, but he was not 
about to ask. It was fascinating, somehow, seeing his M- seeing the angel blush. It looked- It didn’t 
look bad. 


“Well, regardless,” Aziraphale said, “your eyes are stunning, and whatever the other angels said 
about them, it was wrong. I'll take their colour to mean that I did my job well with the massage?” 


The shift in topic came unexpected, but Crowley nodded quickly. The least he could do in return 
was be respectful. And honest. 


“Tt was incredible, angel. Thank you. I don’t think anyone has ever cared about my well-being as 
much as you have.” 


That was more truth than Crowley had wanted to leave his lips, more vulnerability on what was 
already a vulnerable day. But once more, Aziraphale took his offering, his feelings gently, accepted 
them without fuss or anger. He smiled at Crowley, cheeks slightly pink. He did not meet 

Crowley’s eyes, though, instead looking at his forehead. It was confusing, but Crowley had no time 
to ponder it, not when he was already speaking again, seizing the opportunity. 


“Do you- I mean, if you want me to, I could massage you? Return the favour? I’ve never- I’ve 
never done it before, but if you could tell me what to do, I could-” 


Aziraphale interrupted Crowley, voice raised. All gentleness, every hint of a blush had vanished 
from his face now, leaving his face terribly blank. 


“Absolutely not!” 


Crowley flinched back, startled. Immediately, the emotions came rushing back to Aziraphale’s 
face, guilt above all. A hint of shame, too. 


“Tm sorry,” Aziraphale mumbled, eyes flitting from one point to the other, never focussing on 
anything for long, scanning the entire room, “I didn’t mean to shout. I just need to make this clear. 
I don’t want to be massaged. That has nothing to do with you. I just haven’t had the best 
experiences with massages in the past. Or rather, one bad experience. But still — if it’s all the same 
to you, I'd rather you didn’t. And I truly am sorry for the shouting.” 


“No problem,” Crowley mumbled, the words unfamiliar in his mouth. “And I- I didn’t mean to- I 
didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.” 


That, too, sounded strange, coming from him. Normally, Crowley was the one who was 
uncomfortable, afraid, in pain. Never a Ma- never someone like Aziraphale. It had never been the 
other way round, Aziraphale apologising and Crowley reassuring him. 


“Oh, no, if anything, I should apologise. I shouldn’t have shouted. I just don’t feel very 
comfortable with the thought of anyone touching me like that. I have had one unpleasant 
experience with a masseuse, and I think that just- it-” 


Aziraphale broke off, frowning slightly. Crowley simply watched him, morbidly fascinated. Never 
before had he seen Aziraphale like this, nervous and uncomfortable. It made him want to comfort 
the angel, an impulse that was as bewildering as it was unsettling. But even more bewildering than 
that impulse was the realisation that someone like Aziraphale could feel like this, too — unsure, 
nervous. Perhaps even a little afraid. 


It did not make sense. Aziraphale was an angel, a Master, someone in power. What reasons did he 
have to be insecure, uncomfortable? Especially in front of Crowley. In the demon’s experience, 
those in power never felt like this, only those beneath them. 


“For humans,” Aziraphale continued, hands forming loose fist in his lap, “many things have, ah, 
sexual connotations. They’re sexual beings, unlike us. Or, well,” he corrected himself bitterly, 
casting a pained look at Crowley, “at least I thought we weren’t sexual beings. I myself am not 
interested in sex, anything like that. Touch, I like, but not with sexual intent. ve done my best to 
avoid anything sexual in my time here, but there have still been some instances where I did not 
quite manage. Or where I simply misunderstood the situation. For example, I wasn’t aware 
massages could have a sexual undertone. Now, I can see how someone would put massages and sex 


together, but...” 


Aziraphale trailed off, wringing his hand sin his lap. By now, the wish to comfort had won out 
over Crowley’s bafflement. He wanted to say something, perhaps even reach out and touch the 
angel’s shoulder, offer comfort like that, but he did not quite dare to. 


Aziraphale cleared his throat and continued, eyes fixated on something over Crowley’s shoulder. 


“One of the massages I got, the masseuse apparently ah, did make that connection between sex and 
a massage. Though that might have been my mistake — I believe there are some establishments that 
cater to that specifically, and I must have stumbled into one without realising. The poor woman, 
she was terribly confused! Well, yes. I don’t want to, ah, go into more detail, but I think you can 
imagine. The massage simply took a turn I neither anticipated nor wanted. So, I have kept my 
distance from them ever since. Not that I think you wanted to imply anything like that with your 
offer! But still — I have to decline, dear, though I do appreciate the offer.” 


Finally, Aziraphale’s eyes found back to Crowley’s again. He smiled, a little unsure, and Crowley 
gave his best to smile back. He was not sure how to respond to all this. Aziraphale reached out, 
giving Crowley’s hand a little squeeze. Aziraphale’s hand was heavy and grounding in his, and 
absent-mindedly, Crowley began running his thumb over Aziraphale’s knuckles. 


He wasn’t sure what he had been expecting, but such a private admission hadn’t been it. Aziraphale 
had never before made himself this vulnerable in front of him. Crowley felt a little unsteady. 
Gabriel and Michael, Heavens, any of Crowley’s Master never would have let Crowley see them in 
a vulnerable moment, especially not this willingly. 


And the fact that Aziraphale’s vulnerability, insecurity even, stemmed from sex, something 
Crowley was so used to being something that Masters enjoyed and took without hesitance, was 
even stranger. Crowley himself had never much cared for sex, but he had only ever experienced it 
as something terrible and painful. Something that had only ever been taken from him and never 
freely given. There was a specific word for that, he knew, a word humans used to describe sex that 
happened without the consent of everyone involved. But even thinking about that made his 
stomach clench and breath quicken. He did not like thinking about it for too long — he felt too 
vulnerable, then, too open. 


But Aziraphale had not been talking about that. Had not been talking about pain and humiliation 
and fear, about hands that grabbed and pulled- No. No. Crowley would not go there. He had 
someone else to think about, now, not himself. 


Aziraphale’s hand was still warm in his, holding on, as if the angel needed comfort. And bless it, 
Crowley and all his wretched, useless words, would try to give it as best as he could. 


“Thank you,” he said, not allowing himself to think about it, “for, for sharing this with me. I- I 
think I understand, a little. I don’t- I don’t like sex either. I, I know what they did, what happened, I 
know that wasn’t sex, but I- I don’t think I’d like it. Sex, I mean. So, I think I understand. Maybe a 
little. And it’s- I mean, it’s not- You feel the way you feel, angel. And that’s not wrong.” 


It was presumptuous, trying to comfort Aziraphale this way. Crowley braced for a rebuke, a slap or 
disapproving look or, at the very least, Aziraphale taking away his hand, but the angel only smiled 
at him. A wobbly smile, accompanied by a squeeze of Crowley’s hand. 


“Thank you, Crowley,” he said simply. “This means a lot to me. And I am sorry you had to live 
through that. Your, your Masters do not deserve to be called angels. What they did was entirely 
wrong, and I hope you know that. If you ever want to talk to someone, I will be here for you. If 


you want, you can also go to a specialist. A psychologist, if you want. They would know how to 
deal with this better than I would. If you want to go, you can tell me. I can arrange a meeting. You 
don’t have to, of course, I won’t make you. But it is an option.” 


Crowley nodded; mouth suddenly dry. The thought of going outside again, talking to someone that 
wasn’t Aziraphale, making himself vulnerable in front of another person, was terrifying. Crowley 
fought the urge to dig his fingers into his leg. How would he even begin to explain what had 
happened? Humans could not know of angels or demons, how was he ever going to explain what 
he had lived through? Why he had been sentenced to this fate? He couldn’t, he shouldn’t, he would 
only mess- 


A hand squeezed his, firm pressure. Crowley blinked and looked up, straight at Aziraphale. The 
angel had leaned in, a heartbreakingly gentle look on his face. 


“Breathe, my dear boy,” he said, taking a demonstrative breath, “in and out. Slowly.” 


Crowley did as ordered, forced his aching lungs to expand. He choked on the first few breaths. His 
chest burnt and his heart raced, but with each breath, those feelings disappeared a little, his heart 
slowing down again. 


Aziraphale gave his hand an encouraging squeeze before he leaned back again, giving Crowley 
more space. 


“T’m sorry,” Aziraphale said after a moment, and Crowley had to bite back a bitter laugh. 


Aziraphale had never apologised as much as today. This wasn’t how things were supposed to go. 
Aziraphale wasn’t supposed to be the one who was sorry. He wasn’t supposed to feel bad, guilty, 
afraid. That was all Crowley. Feelings like that were for Crowley, for people like him, creatures 
that got passed around and along, used however others saw fit, and then discarded. 


How long, Crowley thought bitterly, how long until Aziraphale finally realised that was all 
Crowley was ever going to be? Something to use and then discard. How long until Aziraphale 
realised that Crowley had not learnt his lesson, that he was, deep inside, still kind and flawed and 
wretched, that he would never become what he was supposed to, would never become what his 
Masters had wanted him to? How long until Aziraphale, too, got fed up with him because he was 
too broken, too used? 


How long until Aziraphale got rid of him? 


The thought felt like a stab, painful and sharp and inescapable. He did not want that. For once, he 
did not want to be let go of. Not only because Aziraphale was the kindest, best Master Crowley had 
ever had, but also because- Because... 


“Crowley,” broke a voice through the fog in Crowley’s brain, the panic, “Crowley, stay with me. 
You’re alright. Everything is alright. I won’t force you to go to a therapist if you don’t want to. 
You don’t even have to talk to me about it, if you don’t want to. I’m sorry, I did not mean to upset 
you with that topic.” 


Crowley could hardly tell his Master that it had been a different topic entirely that had upset him. 
So, he only nodded, forced breath after breath to pass his lips. Aziraphale had leaned forward 
again, a comfort. The fear of losing him — of never being read to again, of being passed on to 
someone cruel, of never having his wings groomed again, or being hugged again — was still too 
prevalent, taking up too much space in his head. Crowley could not help it — he slumped forward, 
into Aziraphale’s arms, forehead pressed against the angel’s shoulder. He heard Aziraphale sigh 


softly, before the angel slowly brought up his arms, holding Crowley softly. Crowley let out a 
small sigh and closed his eyes against the world, allowing himself a moment of reprieve. 


He was exhausted. The day had been a lot, mentally and physically. His muscles were sore, and his 
thoughts were only now slowing down. It felt as if he had been laid bare today, stripped for the 
world to see, open and defenceless. 


As if he knew what he was thinking, Aziraphale held him a little tighter. Crowley relaxed into the 
embrace. He would not be hurt here, Crowley thought, not with Aziraphale right by his side. The 

thought brought comfort and Crowley let himself go entirely boneless against Aziraphale’s chest, 
defenceless. For now, no defences were needed, safe in Aziraphale’s embrace. 


Miracles 
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Crowley was almost lying on top of him when Aziraphale began to disentangle himself, as his legs 
were slowly losing their circulation. Aziraphale felt rubbed raw, exhausted from all that had 
happened over the course of the last hour or so. Never before had he let anyone get this close, had 
never let himself be this vulnerable with anyone. Opening up like this had made him feel small and 
vulnerable, much like he imagined Crowley must have been feeling ever since he came here: 
Unsure of what would await him but not expecting anything pleasant. 


Aziraphale sighed. Comparing his moment of vulnerability to Crowley’s forced continuing state 
was hardly fair. And on top of that, he had also managed to bring up bad memories on Crowley’s 
part. He had realised too late that sex wasn’t a comfortable topic for Crowley, either, that it could 
lead to Crowley remembering things he would rather keep forgetting. It had made him feel guilty, 
this oversight, but there was also a small voice in his head whispering that he had not messed up 
entirely. Surely, talking about the trauma Crowley had experienced was important? 


Even though talking to a therapist was definitely better than talking to Aziraphale, who felt entirely 
unqualified to offer sound advice. He could only try his best, but some issues were, in his opinion, 
best left to professionals. Aziraphale himself was no stranger to therapists — he had been to a few 
during his time here, mostly to talk about the loneliness that crept upon him so often. Solitude he 
knew well after all his time on Earth, but at times, it was still hard to deal with. Therapy had helped 
with that, sometimes. Perhaps it would also help Crowley. 


A stinging feeling in his legs reminded Aziraphale that he desperately needed to move. 
Disentangling himself from the demon was not what he wanted to do, but he was not particularly 
eager to have both his legs fall asleep, either. 


Crowley sat up straight as soon as Aziraphale moved, letting go of him. He scooted away just a 
little, putting some distance between them, and Aziraphale tried not to let that hurt him. He got up 
with a small sigh, stretching, ignoring the way Crowley watched him attentively. 


“Are you alright, dear?” 


Crowley nodded. For a moment it seemed as if he would not say anything else, but then, he licked 
his lips and cleared his throat, gaze wandering to a point next to Aziraphale’s ear. 


“T have... I mean, could I ask- You said earlier that you would perhaps try and help me with my 
miracles? I, I don’t mean- Only if you want, of course, and if you’d rather not today, or not at all-” 


Crowley broke off, hands now forming loose fists in his lap, body tense. Aziraphale winced. 


“Do calm down, dear. I just massaged you and you’re getting tense all over again,” he chided 
gently. “And of course. If you want, we could start right now.” 


He was getting ahead of himself, Aziraphale was aware. He did not have the faintest clue how he 
could possibly help Crowley, but the demon looked up at him with such hope that Aziraphale 
could not take his words back. 


“T- That would be great, angel. It’s been so long, I just really- Today would be great.” 


“Lovely. But as I said earlier, | have never done something like this before. I can’t guarantee this 
will work. We might have to try a few different approaches before anything works out, yes? And 
perhaps you could tell me why you cannot use your miracles anymore? I think knowing the root of 
the issue will help in figuring out how to solve it.” 


Crowley stiffened, gaze darting to Aziraphale’s face and then to the floor. His hands were tightly 
balled to fists now. 


“Yeah,” he mumbled, “yes, of course. But it’s not- it’s notnice. It, I don’t want it repulsing you, 
but I...” 


Crowley bit his lip, hard enough that Aziraphale winced. Better to say something now so that 
Crowley would not work himself into a state of panic again. He had already been surprised by how 
quickly Crowley had picked up the topic of his miracles again, so shortly after a near panic attack. 


“You don’t have to tell me any details if you don’t want to, love. Share as much as you’re 
comfortable with. I just need to get a general idea of what happened when you used your miracles 
or how others used them around you, but you can freely decide just how much you want to share. 
A rough outline works fine for me, too.” 


Crowley nodded, fiddling with his sleeves. He was still tense, but looked up at Aziraphale, who 
was still standing in front of the sofa. Slowly, Aziraphale lowered himself into one of the 
armchairs. He did not want to loom over the demon while he was sharing something so vulnerable, 
but he did not want to crowd him, either. Crowley’s eyes drifted over to one of the bookshelves 
behind Aziraphale, gaze becoming unfocussed. 


“It was mostly Beelzebub. When I was given to Michael and then Gabriel, I had already learnt not 
to perform miracles. Beelzebub hated it when I tried to relieve the pain with a miracle. They... 
They trained me not to use miracles. To expect pain when a Master- or anyone, really — performed 
them around me. And to expect pain when I tried to perform one myself. They were very-” 
Crowley broke off, closed his eyes for a moment, “Beelzebub, they were very thorough.” 


Aziraphale opened his mouth, ready to comfort, but Crowley kept speaking. He opened his eyes, 
staring in the middle distance between him and Aziraphale, focussing on something Aziraphale 
could never see. 


“Over time, I began to expect punishment, torture, whenever anyone even talked about miracles. 
Beelzebub enjoyed making me perform stupid, small miracles to punish me when I managed them. 
They also hurt me when I didn’t. And they made- They made sure the other demons knew I was 
without magic. That I was defenceless. And the other took advantage of that.” 


Crowley broke off, screwing his eyes shut. Aziraphale sat frozen, too shocked to respond. Being 
deprived of one’s miracles like this, being hurt for wanting to do something that came so naturally, 
was a terrible thought. But being angry on Crowley’s behalf would not help, now. 


Slowly, Aziraphale reached out, gently touching Crowley’s hands. He had meant it to be a comfort, 
bur Crowley flinched, yanking his hand back. 


se]? m So-” 
Crowley interrupted Aziraphale as if he had not even heard him. He was staring at his hands and 
the words came quickly now, tumbling from his mouth. 


“My hands- Beelzebub would often... I used to snap to perform miracles, wave my hands, stuff like 
that. For show. And Beelzebub would come up with punishments that targeted my hands. They 
liked caning, for example. When I was able to perform a miracle, they would cane me. They broke 
my fingers once, doing that. They liked it when they broke bones — it made me less likely to 
perform a miracle again. It wasn’t easy for me, performing miracles without using my hands, even 
though I didn’t really need them for it. But... But sometimes, they would force me to do miracles 
regardless, even with my hands broken. Once-” 


Crowley broke off, sucking a deep, steadying breath. Aziraphale could do nothing but watch the 
demon. He wanted to reach out, comfort him, but he didn’t think that would be much appreciated. 
So he merely sent out a wave of calm, making his aura as comforting as possible and resisted the 
urge to draw Crowley close and never let him go. 


“Once, Beelzebub organised a- a party. Right in the beginning, when I was still dumb enough to 
fight back. I tried to attack them. They overpowered me, of course, and they... they punished me 
accordingly. But the next day, the next day when I thought that it was already over, when I thought 
they’d had enough, they... They invited some demons. Lesser ones, but also Hastur and Ligur. The 
two never liked me and Beelzebub made sure that everyone knew that they could use me however 
they wanted. Do to me what they wanted, at least for the time Beelzebub allowed them to... to use 


” 


me. 


Crowley swallowed. His hands were trembling. He licked his lips, his tongue slightly forked, now, 
and pushed on. His voice wavered. 


“When it was over, Beelzebub made them all leave. Made me give them my hands. They simply 
held them, looked at them. Didn’t say anything for a while. And then they- they pulled my nails. 
Four. Two nails on each hand. Said that it was supposed to make me remember that I should never 
use miracles again. They said that if I could not remember with the ‘nicer’ methods they used, 
they’d have to make sure I remembered this way. That since I liked performing miracles so much, 
they’d make sure I’d never want to again, unless- unlessss I wanted to have more nailssss- more 
nailsss pulled out. It hurt, angel,” Crowley whimpered “‘it hurt, it hurt.” 


Aziraphale bit back a choked-off sound himself and reached out. Crowley, who had opened his 
eyes, tracked the motion, but did not flinch away. Aziraphale put his hand on Crowley’s arm, a 
feather-light touch, and when the demon leaned into it, Aziraphale leaned forward and wrapped 
him in his arms. Crowley leaned forward, too, body shaking, and hugged back, grip tight around 
Aziraphale. He pressed his face into the angel’s neck, taking deep, shuddering breaths, and in 
response, Aziraphale ran his hands up and down the demon’s back in slow, gentle motions. There 
were no tears. Crowley did not cry. Whether he did not want to or because this, too, had been 
trained out of him, Aziraphale did not know. 


Aziraphale had always thought of himself as a forgiving person, almost unable to feel contempt 
and hatred. That assumption had evidently been wrong — right now, he felt little but contempt. 
Contempt and hatred for everyone who had tortured Crowley, who had hurt him and enjoyed it, 
just because Crowley had been kind millennia ago. Aziraphale wanted them to regret what they had 
done. For a short, terrifying moment, Aziraphale wished that Crowley’s tormentors could 


experience even a fragment of all the pain and humiliation Crowley had had to go through. 


Almost instantly, Aziraphale recoiled from that thought, disgusted by himself. He had no right to 
think that way. He was an angel. He should not wish harm on anyone. But for a moment, he had 
wanted it. Wanted Crowley’s abusers to rot in Hell for what they had done. Even though he was 
supposed to be better than this. Better than them. 


“T am so sorry, Crowley,” he said instead of voicing any of the thoughts swirling in his head, 
holding Crowley a little tighter, “that never should have happened to you, and I am so sorry that it 
did. But you have to know what Beelzebub and those other demons did, it wasn’t right. No one 
ever should have put their hands on you. Not for being kind, not for creating the stars, not for 
wanting to perform miracles. But,” Aziraphale said, still stroking Crowley’s back soothingly, “‘it is 
over now. They can’t hurt you anymore. And I would never, never punish you for performing 
miracles. I promise you that.” 


After a moment, Crowley nodded against Aziraphale’s shoulder. The angel felt him take in a deep 
breath. Then, Crowley disentangled himself, leaned back to put more space between them. His 
bottom lip was red, bitten raw. But he had schooled his expression already, had forced the terror 
and pain back down. Aziraphale’s heart ached. 


“Thank you, angel,” Crowley managed in a tight, quiet voice, before looking away, seemingly 
unable to say more. Aziraphale gave him a wobbly smile. 


“Tt’s no problem, dear. If you want to postpone this, we can. We don’t have to try to regain your 
powers today, if you’re too exhau-” 


“No!” Crowley looked over again, a panicked look on his face, “no, no please, I want to- Today, 
please, angel. Please.” 


Aziraphale nodded hastily. 


“Of course. If you want, today is alright, too. I’m just saying that this isn’t a one-time offer. You 
can always come to me and ask for help with this. And if it does not work out, it does not mean that 
I will give up trying, yes? And if you need a break, be that for a few minutes or a few days, that is 
alright, too.” 


Crowley nodded, but there was still sickening desperation on his face. His eyes darted from 
Aziraphale over to the window and back again. 


“T, I appreciate this, angel. Thank you. But if you- if you wouldn’t mind, I’d like to start now. If 
that would be alright.” 


Aziraphale nodded. He tried not to let his reaction to Crowley’s desperation show. It would not do 
any good, if Crowley noticed how tired and sad Aziraphale suddenly felt. He needed a break, 
Aziraphale thought, and then firmly banished that thought. No. Focus on Crowley. His own 
feelings could come later. 


“Well, then. I think it might be best if we start by associating positive emotions with miracles, 
yes?” 


Crowley nodded and brought his knees up to his chest. Aziraphale tried not to notice how defensive 
that posture was, how much of his body Crowley now shieled. Just to be safe, he leaned a little 
further back in his armchair. Extra space between them surely could not hurt. 


“What should I do,” Crowley asked, voice small, “should I try to perform a miracle?” 


Aziraphale shook his head. 


“T think it’s too soon for that. How about I start performing small miracles — with some distance to 
you, if you’d like — and we can see how you react to those? I think then we might know better what 
to expect and what to do.” 


Crowley nodded. Aziraphale got up and walked over to one of the bookshelves, putting some 
distance between him and Crowley. Like that, the demon would have some space should he have a 
flashback, and with how Crowley was sitting, Aziraphale was sure that would be appreciated. 


“Well, then,” Aziraphale said, exhaling heavily, “I will start with a simple miracle. You might not 
even notice it. Do you see the book right here? It’s currently opened on page 15, and I'll use a 
miracle to flip it to page, let’s say, 75. Do you think that would be alright?” 


Crowley was frowning, mouth opened as if he wanted to say something, but then, he nodded. He 
leaned back on the couch as much as he could, bringing a few more precious centimetres between 
him and Aziraphale. But he looked determined, eyes never leaving Aziraphale’s. When Aziraphale 
raised his hand in the direction of the book, Crowley balled his into fists. 


Well, better not to draw it out. Normally, Aziraphale never used his hands when performing a 
miracle, but he thought it might help Crowley if he did. This way, the miracle would come out of 
nowhere, with no warning. 


With a flick of his wrist, Aziraphale made the pages turn. They created a soft whispering sound in 
the otherwise silent room. It took only a few moments for the pages to fall and lie still, book now 
opened on page 75. Aziraphale looked over at Crowley. 


The demon was still leaning back, hands balled to fist, but he did not seem afraid. His eyes darted 
from the book to Aziraphale and back again, but there was no fear on his face. After a moment, his 
eyes came to rest on Aziraphale’s face. Almost imperceptibly, he nodded. 


Aziraphale gave a smile in response and went over to another bookshelf, taking the book of Greek 
myths they had read from a while ago. He opened the book on a random page, preparing, before he 
turned back to Crowley. 


“Do you feel alright?” 


Crowley nodded. He did not respond otherwise, so after a few moments of waiting, Aziraphale 
continued. 


“Good. Since this seems to have gone well, maybe we could try the same with a book you have 
some connection to, one you like. We could start small like this. I think it might help if you got 
used to miracles being performed in your general vicinity before you try and perform them 
yourself. If you want to do that differently, tell me. You’re the boss here.” 


Crowley looked uncomfortable with the last sentence especially, but he did not protest. 
“That sounds... it sounds good. Angel. Thank you. The book is- the book is a good idea.” 
Aziraphale smiled. 


“Brilliant. Well, this one is currently opened on page 213, and I'll open it on, say, page 436. So it'll 
take just a little longer than last time. I'll be doing the exact same thing again. Are you ready?” 


Crowley nodded. To Aziraphale’s surprise, he even leaned forward a little. Body still half hidden 


behind his legs, but he shifted his weight forward, watching attentively. His hands had fallen to his 
sides, lying on the sofa. 


Aziraphale extended his hand, gave a small flick of his wrist and the book’s pages started to turn. 
Aziraphale watched as they fell in place and then turned to Crowley. His position hadn’t changed, 
though he was watching the book closely, looking a little suspicious. After a few seconds, he tore 
his eyes away and looked over at Aziraphale, the barest hint of a smile playing around the corners 
of his mouth. 


“T didn’t feel it. Both times, I didn’t feel it. That’s a good sign, right?” 


“Well, they were small miracles. But yes, I do think it’s a good sign. It might mean that you’ re not 
as overly vigilant or, ah, ‘conditioned’ anymore? I don’t know the right terminology, but yes, I 
think it’s a good sign you didn’t feel them and didn’t react negatively.” 


Crowley nodded, the smile now fully formed on his face. He seemed less afraid than before, and 
while that was certainly good; Aziraphale couldn’t help but worry that Crowley was getting ahead 
of himself, here. He did not want the demon to rush himself or force himself to be okay with more 
than he could take. 


He did not have the courage to voice that, though, so he simply asked whether Crowley wanted to 
pause. That way, Crowley would have an out if he wanted to take it. But the demon shook his head. 


“Td like to continue. If that’s alright, angel.” 


Aziraphale nodded hesitantly, torn between wanting to respect Crowley’s wishes and fearing that 
he was pushing himself too much. But Crowley was a grown, well, demon, Aziraphale reminded 
himself sternly, who probably knew very well where his own limitations lay. He should trust him a 
little more. And he had just explicitly voiced a wish. That did not happen often. If he wanted it to 
happen more in the future, Aziraphale should honour that wish. 


“Of course. Maybe something more personal, this time? A miracle to do with something you 
connect with a bit more? Perhaps food and drink, since you enjoy cooking?” 


Inexplicably, Crowley seemed relieved at Aziraphale’s suggestion. He quickly schooled his 
expression into a neutral one again, nodding. 


“Perfect. We can just use the food on the table. I'll just grab a water bottle, I think that might be a 
good prop, and while I’m gone you can think about what exactly you’d like me to miracle, yes? 
Perhaps I could miracle the bottle full, if you want.” 


Crowley nodded again, and Aziraphale went to the kitchen. He had a feeling the demon needed a 
moment to himself. 


As soon as Aziraphale had left, Crowley slumped against the sofa, letting himself go boneless. He 
forced himself to take a few deep breaths, calm his racing heart. When Aziraphale had suggested 
something more personal, Crowley’s mind had immediately gone to his planetary system and 
begonia, and the thought of either being used had been frightening. 


They were his. He did not want them tampered with, but he would not have had the courage to tell 
Aziraphale as much had the angel suggested them instead of food. Food, though, he could deal 
with that being modified or messed with. It was a good idea — he connected positive memories with 
food, but it was not as close to him as begonia and planetary system. 


In the kitchen, Aziraphale was opening a drawer rather loudly, and Crowley allowed himself a 
small, private smile. But there was no time to think about Aziraphale’s chaotic ways. He had a task 
to do, Crowley reminded himself. Just because Aziraphale was being generous enough to try and 
help Crowley regain some of his abilities, , it did not mean that Crowley could simply laze around, 
not doing even what little had been asked of him. 


Absent-mindedly, Crowley ran a hand through his hair, remembering how good it had felt when 
Aziraphale had done it earlier. Then, he shook his head, frowning at himself. He had to 
concentrate. Why was he getting distracted by the memory of Aziraphale’s hand in his hair? 


Focus on the task, he told himself. Figure out which miracles the angel could perform that would 
not scare Crowley too badly. Filling up a water bottle, stupid as it might sound, would likely be a 
good idea. Beelzebub had, at least, never tortured him with water. That had been Gabriel, Crowley 
thought bitterly, but not Beelzebub. 


The memories of the other demon made him feel faintly sick. Telling Aziraphale about 
Beelzebub’s methods had been hard enough, and the memories that had come rushing back had not 
helped one bit. Describing what he had gone through, laying himself bare like that, had been 
terrifying. But it also had — and that was something Crowley had troubles with admitting even to 
himself — it had also helped. 


Never before had he had someone he could trust. Someone he could confide in. And although it 
had been scary, it had also felt good, opening up like that. And Aziraphale had made himself 
vulnerable, too. That had been surprising, weird, but it had not been bad. It had overwhelmed 
Crowley at first, but as terrible as that sounded — it had helped. 


Crowley had always been the vulnerable one for almost as long as he could remember. A although 
he didn’t like that Aziraphale had felt so low, seeing that other people also got hurt, confused, 
uncomfortable had been strangely reassuring. It had helped in a strange, amoral way. 


Being trusted in such a way, seeing Aziraphale open up to him had been frightening, at first. It had 
been terrifying, having that responsibility but it had also felt good in a strange and selfish way. He 
liked being someone Aziraphale trusted. 


In the kitchen, another drawer was closed loudly, startling Crowley from his thoughts. Right. He 
should decide. He would keep the idea with the bottle. Perhaps it was a good idea, starting off 
small. 


It seemed he had decided just in time. Aziraphale came back, carrying a small tray with two glasses 
and a half-filled glass bottle. Crowley wondered what exactly he had needed so many drawers for, 
then, but he did not dare ask. 


He watched as Aziraphale put the tray down, arranging it next to the food that he had prepared 
earlier. Then, Aziraphale took a seat in one of the armchairs, effectively putting the coffee table 
between him and Crowley. Crowley could not tell whether or not he liked the distance. 


“And? Did you have any ideas?” 


“Yes. Maybe we could start with refilling the bottle? Maybe you could also, uhm be a little closer 
to me than earlier. I think I could take it. If you don’t mind, I mean.” 


For a moment, Aziraphale looked as if he might object, but after a moment, he merely let out a deep 
breath and nodded. Crowley tried not to smile. 


“Alright. But if you find that it is too much, please tell me. Promise me?” 


Crowley did. Aziraphale gifted him another smile and took the bottle, pouring them each a glass of 
water until the bottle empty. Crowley finished his glass while Aziraphale left his half full. 


“Tl refill the bottle now. I don’t think you will notice this miracle, either, it’s just a small one. [Il 
use my hands so you can see when the miracle is about to come.” 


Crowley nodded. He was tense again, ruining Aziraphale’s efforts with the massage. He could only 
hope the angel did not mind too much. It was not like Crowley could help it, really, not with what 
was coming. 


He was staring intently at Aziraphale’s hands. Aziraphale smiled a little self-consciously, leaned 
forward a little more, and snapped his fingers. 


The last two times, Crowley had felt nothing at all during the miracle. Now, he felt it in the air. It 
was like a rush of electricity all around him. Only a hint, but it still caused a weak imitation of the 
painful, prickling feeling that had ran down his spine whenever Beelzebub had performed a 
miracle. 


The imitation was so light, yet Crowley sucked in a panicked breath as he watched the bottle in 
front of him fill again, the water lapping softly against the glass. He balled his hands into fists, 
nails digging painfully in his own flesh, and squeezed his eyes shut, a last-ditch effort to protect 
himself. His heart was hammering, and the prickling, crawling feeling down his spine that 
forebode agony was still there, no matter how softly. 


It promised pain of suffering, promised humiliation and bloody hands, helplessness and terror. 
With magic in the air and running down his spine, he braced for what was to come. 


Abruptly, the feeling vanished. 


Crowley’s eyes flew open, startled. The first thing he saw was the bottle, with less water than 
earlier and then, his eyes darted to Aziraphale, who was watching him with a terrible look of worry 
on his face. 


Crowley opened his mouth, but no sounds came out. Just his breath, too quick, too loud. He was 
not fully panicking, not yet, but the feeling down his spine still had not fully disappeared and 
Aziraphale’s hands was still outstretched as if he were to start again. As if he were about to strike, 
or take Crowley’s hand in his and pull, pull until it hurt and bled and bled and bled- 


A sudden sound made Crowley flinch. There was Aziraphale’s hand, right in front of his face. 
Snapped. The angel had just snapped his fingers. Crowley closed his eyes and drew in a long, 
shuddering breath. He had only snapped his fingers. No miracles this time, only a sound, loud 
enough to get Crowley’s attention. To stop him panicking. 


Crowley looked up. Aziraphale had gotten up, walked around the coffee table to get to him and 
was now staring down at Crowley, looking alarmingly worried. The angel opened his mouth, but 
no words came out. 


And then, he did the unthinkable. He sank to his knees so he was below Crowley, below Crowley 
and hugged him, gently holding his middle. Crowley choked on a sob and threw his hands around 
the angel, holding him tightly. His hands. His hands, which were unharmed. Which were clean and 
dry, not bloody. His hands, which had all their nails still, which were unharmed and his, his, his. 
No one had hurt him. No one would hurt him. 


Slowly, the terrible, prickling feeling down his spine lessened. Aziraphale’s hug felt warm and 
safe, so different to the cold, frightening sensation. It helped, holding on to the angel. There was no 
hint of magic in the room, anymore and Crowley allowed himself to relax in the angel’s arms. 


After what felt like an eternity, Crowley let go. Made his hands, which had been digging into the 
angel’s back, flatten and removed them. Released Aziraphale. The angel looked up at him for a 
moment, still kneeling, before he got up slowly. 


“T’m so sorry,” Aziraphale said, and it was wrong, it was all wrong, why was he apologising? He 
had nothing to apologise for. Crowley was the one who- “I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have- Maybe I 
came on too strong, used more magic than necessary. I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry, Crowley. I did 
not mean to frighten you like that.” 


“No,” Crowley said before he could think better of it, “no, no, you didn’t. It wasn’t, it wasn’t you. 
You didn’t frighten me. That wasn’t your fault. I just forgot where I was and that wasn’t your 
fault.” 


Something that looked like sadness dashed over Aziraphale’s face. 


“Maybe so. But still, I’m sorry for frightening you. Or, not frightening you myself,” he added 
when Crowley opened his mouth, “but putting you in a position where you felt frightened.” 


Something told Crowley that Aziraphale would not budge on that. Regardless of whether Crowley 
thought it had actually been his fault or not. So he just nodded, giving Aziraphale a small, but 
honest smile. 


The terrible feeling had fully vanished by now, leaving behind exhaustion and a vague sense of 
shame. For a moment, Crowley considered asking Aziraphale to continue, but he knew the angel 
wouldn’t. Perhaps that was for the better. 


“Thank you,” he said instead, “for, for trying. I’m sorry if I made you worry. I just- I felt the magic 
more intensely than earlier and it made me remember- remember... things. The sensation was too 
similar. But, but thank you, angel. For trying.” 


Aziraphale attempted a smile. 


“ll always try for you, dear. But I do think we should take a break for today. That was quite 
enough experimenting. You look- Well, you look exhausted, and I feel worn out, too. We can try 
again, don’t worry, just not today. Yes?” 


Crowley nodded. Although there was a small voice in the back of his brain telling him to keep 
trying, keep pushing, keep practising because this might be the last chance he would get and he 
should always, always take what he could get, he knew stopping would be smarter. He knew his 
own limits very well and they had been crossed today, already, even if accidentally. He did not 
want that to happen again. And he... he trusted Aziraphale when he said that there would be other 
chances, still. That Crowley only had to take them. 


“Alright,” he said therefore and got up. He would trust Aziraphale on this one, and he would see 
where it would lead him. Somehow, he did not think it would end badly. 


Aziraphale smiled at him, relieved, and began gathering food and dishes, cleaning up. Crowley 
took over bringing the glasses to the kitchen and together, they put away the remainders of the day 
— entirely without magic. 


Chapter 17 


Chapter Notes 
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wanted to do for some time now -— the situation with Crowley and especially learning 
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with Crowley. 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The next morning, they sat on the couch again, closer together than normally. After having cleaned 
up the day before, they had spent a bit more time in the living room together, but soon, Crowley 
had excused himself and gone up to is room. He had needed space and time to think, but against his 
expectations, after he had laid down in bed, he had fallen asleep too quickly to process anything, 
really. Apparently, the massage had indeed been as exhausting as Aziraphale had warned him it 
might be. 


It had led to an uncomfortable night filled with nightmares, and in the early hours of the night, 
Crowley had not been able to stay in bed any longer and had gone downstairs, hoping that 
Aziraphale would be reading in the living room. Crowley hadn’t been able to bear being alone any 
longer, he had needed company, and luckily, the angel had indeed been reading downstairs, 
welcoming Crowley with a small smile and a spot on the sofa next to him. 


Upon seeing just how shaken Crowley was from his nightmares, Aziraphale had taken a book from 
one of the shelves, from which he was now still reading quietly to Crowley. It was a collection of 
short stories, which had been foreign to Crowley, though he discovered quickly that they were just 
like shorter novels. Or like Greek myths with fewer Gods and less murder. 


They had been reading for a while now, the morning already slowly turning into midday. Right 
now, Crowley was leaning against Aziraphale, his head halfway on the angel’s shoulder. 
Aziraphale was playing with a few strands of Crowley’s hair, a blissful feeling, and the demon felt 
his eyes slip closed. The story Aziraphale was reading right now was an interesting one, with a 
young couple taking care of their neighbour’s apartment while the neighbours were away. It was a 
little strange, a little obscure, but fascinating and unlike any other piece of literature Crowley had 
read or been read to before. The couple was a weird one, one Crowley did not quite know what to 
think of, but since by now he knew that Aziraphale would not quiz him later on to see whether or 


not he had been paying attention, he allowed himself to simply listen, not thinking too much about 
it. 


All too soon, the story ended, and Aziraphale started reading one of the Greek myths Crowley so 
loved. He read one Crowley hadn’t heard before, Jason and the Argonauts. It was fascinating, a bit 
more brutal than the others, and Crowley took a liking to the character of Medea, the princess who 
helped Jason solve her father’s puzzles and thus get the Golden Fleece. 


She was kind, something that was rare for Greek myths, something which Aziraphale was and 
Crowley, deep down, also still was, despite all of his previous Masters having wanted to beat this 
kindness out of him more than anything else. It was his greatest weakness, a sin, almost, Crowley 
knew that. Kindness had been the reason he had been banned from Eden in the first place and it 
had been the reason for his enslavement, as well. Kindness wasn’t for him, he knew that. Angels 
could be kind, like Aziraphale was, and presumably a few select humans, but not him, not beings 
like him. 


Crowley listened attentively as Aziraphale read, wanting to know what fate would befall Medea, 
how her kindness would be rewarded — would she get away unscathed like Aziraphale had, because 
she deserved it, because she was a pure as the angel was, or would she be punished because she 
had dared trying to be something she wasn’t, something she had no right to be? 


Certain people, certain beings had no right to be kind, Crowley knew that. For certain people, 
kindness was their greatest mistake, their greatest weakness and they would always have to keep it 
buried, just like Crowley had to keep it buried so that no one would ever find out that his greatest 
weakness, this sin, still existed in him. 


Aziraphale’s voice drifted softly, gently through the warm room as he read how Medea had been 
left alone by Jason, how he had abandoned her after promising to marry her. Crowley listened with 
a sinking feeling as Aziraphale told the tale of her revenge, of the murders she committed. He was 
waiting for the end of the story, was waiting to be told how Medea would be punished for all the 
crimes she had committed, but the story just ended. It ended with no punishment for Medea, no 
repercussions, nothing. She simply flew away, unscathed as if all the terrible things she had done 
and all the kindness she had displayed had not even existed. 


It felt like an abrupt ending, or rather like no ending at all. But the story must have been over, 
seeing as Aziraphale closed the book with the gentle, relaxed smile he always wore whenever he 
finished a story. Crowley lifted his head from the angel’s shoulder, looking at him. 


“Did you like it, my dear?” 


Crowley nodded. He had liked it, though the ending, which hadn’t really been an ending at all, had 
left him reeling. 


“T did like it, angel. Thank you for reading it to me — it was one of the most fascinating ones so far. 
But I... I mean, Medea she never gets punished for what she did, does she? She simply flies away. 

No one punishes her for what she did, for how she took revenge by murdering all those people, and 
she just... she just gets away with it.” 


Aziraphale nodded, a thoughtful look on his face. “I suppose she does,” he said, stroking 
Crowley’s hair absent-mindedly, “but I don’t think that I’d call it ‘just getting away’. After all, 
Jason betrayed her, and she lost her children. Of course, in the end, she can flee, but she has 
suffered a lot up to that point, so I’d say that she does not get away entirely unharmed.” 


Crowley bit his lip. “But, bust she was never punished, not for anything. Not for the murders she 


committed, nor for being kind and helping Jason. They could have punished her, but they didn’t.” 
Now, Aziraphale was frowning, facing Crowley with a curious look on his face. 


“Why should they punish her for helping Jason? She was being kind, she did him a favour and that 
is not something that warrants punishment. And she wanted to get away from her cruel father, so I 
understand why she helped him. I see why she should be held accountable for the crimes she 
committed later on, but simply helping someone is barely worth punishment, is it?” 


“But she was kind,” Crowley stressed, desperate to make Aziraphale see his point, “she was kind, 
and kindness isn’t for everyone. Some people should not be kind, it isn’t for them, they have to be 
punished if they think that they can be kind. Kindness isn’t for everyone, angel.” 


At that, Aziraphale looked alarmed for a second, before he got his expression under control, now 
only frowning a little. He sat up so he could better look at Crowley, who also straightened a little. 


“What do you mean?”’, the angel asked, “Kindness is for everyone. Whoever wants to be kind, can 
be, and no one should ever be punished for doing a kind act. I don’t think Medea was punished or 
left by Jason just for being kind, but rather because Jason was a terrible person, who promised her 
love and freedom but changed his mind at the last minute. She got revenge on him for that, and 
although I do not condone her methods or in any way like them, because killing, in my eyes, never 
is the right thing to do, I can see why she would want to get revenge. She could have been a bit less 
brutal about it, I agree with you on that, but I see why she did it.” 


Aziraphale stopped for a moment, a thoughtful look crossing his features. “I suppose it would be... 
fair to punish her for her crimes, but definitely not for her kindness, for helping Jason. Kindness is 
never something that should be punished, Crowley. It is for everyone, no matter what other people 
may have tried to tell you. Everyone can be kind, and everyone should be. You, too, my dear.” 


Crowley felt a pang of pain go through him. Aziraphale sounded so sincere, as if he really did 
believe what he was saying. And for all Crowley knew, he did - it was easy to imagine that 
Aziraphale, who seemingly could love everyone and everything, really did believe that even 
someone like Crowley deserved to be kind, and could carry out acts of kindness without being 
punished for them. It was comforting, in a strange, confusing way. 


“That’s nice of you to say,” said Crowley, surprising himself by speaking up. “And you’re the first 
one to think so, but being kind when I shouldn’t have been was the reason why I was... It was the 
reason why I’m here in the first place. Me serving under Beelzebub, Michael and Gabriel was the 
punishment for being kind to Adam and Eve in the Garden, being kind to you in Eden. I learned my 
lesson, angel — kindness isn’t for me, and I should never have dared thinking even for just one 
second that someone, something, like me could be worthy of carrying out acts of kindness. I’m 
just... ’'m just me, angel, I don’t- I’m not supposed to be kind. I don’t deserve it.” 


Crowley’s voice had gotten quiet at the end, almost a whisper and he had had to look away from 
Aziraphale and was now focussing on his hands, clenching them slightly. It still led to a feeling of 
fear and anxiety, disagreeing with Aziraphale and disagreeing with him about something like this 
only made matters worse. Crowley concentrated on his breathing, taking a few extra deep, long 
breaths when he felt, more than saw, Aziraphale shift next to him. 


“T really don’t believe that, Crowley,” the angel said, his voice shaking, as if he were restraining 
himself from speaking too loudly, too harshly maybe. “I believe everyone should be and can be 
kind. You maybe most of all — the mere fact that you can still show kindness, forgiveness even 
after all you’ve been through... You’re a good person, Crowley, love. One of the best ve met, 
and I have met many. Whoever led you to believe that you weren’t deserving of kindness — neither 


giving nor receiving it — was wrong, plain and simple. It doesn’t matter who they were, angel or 
demon, they were wrong. And if I ever-“ Aziraphale broke off, anger now lacing his words. 


The angel took a deep breath, seemingly trying to collect himself, but when he spoke again, his 
voice had risen in volume and was still trembling with barely concealed anger. 


“The people who led you to believe that kindness wasn’t for you were the same that hurt and 
abused you for thousands of years, without any reason. They don’t have the right to judge who can 
and cannot be kind. I don’t think they even understand what kindness means!” 


Aziraphale was angrier than Crowley had seen him in a long time. It should have scared him, 
seeing someone in power be so riled up, he should have tried his best to calm the angel down and 
apologise for his actions — he would have, just weeks ago - but somehow, he wasn’t afraid. He 
knew, deep down that even as angry as the angel was at the moment, he wouldn’t hurt him. And, 
even more surprisingly, Crowley for some reason knew that Aziraphale wasn’t angry at him so 
much as for him. 


The demon cast a quick glance at Aziraphale. The angel looked as if he were pain, his face 
scrunched up and his fists were clenched tightly in his lap. His shoulders were shaking. The sight 
was so different from what Crowley was used to, so different from the angel’s usual calm 
demeanour that he couldn’t help himself — he raised a hand, wanting to touch Aziraphale’s 
shoulder, to comfort him or calm him down, if possible. 


Before he could reach him, however, the angel stood up abruptly, the book that had been lying in 
his lap falling to the floor. He took two quick steps away from the sofa, away from Crowley, 
putting space between them. His posture was stiff and his facial expression almost unreadable 
when he turned around, facing Crowley for just a quick few seconds. 


“T’m sorry,” Aziraphale said stiffly, the words void of almost any emotion, “I shouldn’t have gotten 
angry. I didn’t... I didn’t mean to scare you, I shouldn’t have...” 


He broke off, a heavy, defeated sigh escaping him and ran a hand through his hair absent- 
mindedly, an automatic gesture. 


“T didn’t mean to scare you and I’m sorry for getting so angry. I just need... I need a moment to be 
alone. I’m sorry — I promise I’m not mad at you, I just- P’ll be back soon, I'll just take a quick 
walk. I'll be back within the hour, don’t worry, I just--- I need- Well. Read whatever you want, if 
you want to.” 


With those hurried words, Aziraphale turned around again, leaving the room quickly, not looking 
back once. He made his way to the stairs and disappeared from Crowley’s sight as quickly as he 
could. Crowley wanted to follow him, ask him what had gone wrong, but he found he could not 
even stand up, as if he were rooted to the spot. 


Before he could even fully process what had just happened, he heard the door downstairs close, 
louder than usually, and as if the sound had broken a spell, Crowley could stand up again, almost 
falling back down in his haste. He made his way to the stairs quickly, and rushed to the front door, 
nearly running down the stairs, still confused beyond belief. 


What on Earth had just happened? Aziraphale had left in such a hurry and nothing of what the 
angel had said before he’d left had made any sense. Crowley hadn’t been scared of him in the 
slightest, like the angel had insinuated — a bit taken aback, yes, definitely confused - but (to his 
own surprise and amazement) there had been no fear. Aziraphale’s words hadn’t upset or hurt him, 
like the angel seemed to believe, and neither had his tone of voice. 


Crowley hurried to the front door, opening it with a little too much force, but when he looked out 
on the street, the angel was nowhere to be seen. Just humans walking by past him, neither looking 
at Crowley nor caring about the angel that had been among them just seconds ago. 


Normally, Aziraphale did not make a habit out of running or fleeing. But right now that was exactly 
what he had done, as much as he wished that it weren’t the case. He had felt terrible about it as 
soon as he had exited the flat, but simply couldn’t just stop walking, couldn’t turn around and go 
back to Crowley just now. 


He hadn’t meant to become so angry and had definitely not wanted Crowley to know just how 
angry he really was, but he also hadn’t been able to control his emotions sufficiently, not this time. 
He’d been too upset after hearing how much Crowley insisted that Medea should be punished for 
her actions, but worse yet, after he had seen just how much the demon himself honestly believed 
not to be deserving of even the most basic kindness. And then, even worse — seeing that Crowley 
really thought that he did not deserve to be kind, either. 


Maybe Aziraphale was a bit idealistic in that regard — always had been, he supposed - but he 
believed that everyone, no matter if human, angel or demon, was capable of basic human decency. 
He had always believed that kindness could be found in the most unexpected places, could be 
found in the most peculiar people. Perhaps foolishly he had assumed that all angels were the same 
in that regard. 


He had assumed, for thousands of years, that all the angels strived for kindness just like he did. He 
had ignored proof that it was in fact not like that time and time again, always hoping that one day, 
all the at best slightly dubious things he had seen other angels do would be redeemed by a great, 
selfless act of kindness, more than enough to make up for their wrongdoings — if angels even 
needed to be redeemed. 


He had held on to that hope for way too long, he had realised that sometime after Crowley had 
been... given to him. His faith in the other celestial beings, which had been tested a lot over the 
millennia, had been reduced even more after he had discovered just how badly some angels had 
hurt an innocent. Had hurt Crowley. 


The thought that not only demons but angels had convinced Crowley that he was too worthless to 
even be kind to anyone made Aziraphale feel sick to his stomach. From hat he had seen so far, 
from what he had learned, Crowley was a decent, if not even a good person, deep down. He was a 
demon — and Aziraphale had made his peace with the thought that once he would become a bit 
more independent, once he would find back to himself and finally break free from the enslavement 
he had been under, Crowley would inevitably become a bit more demonic, a bit more cunning, 
maybe — but the good, the kindness (no matter how much Crowley wanted to deny it) was there, 
deep down. 


Aziraphale slowed down a little as he realised where he was, finally shaking free from his mess of 
thoughts. After leaving so abruptly, he had simply started walking without caring too much where 
he was heading to, and without noticing, his feet had led him directly to the park bench he and 
Crowley had been sitting on a few days earlier, feeding the ducks. 


The park was almost empty now, seeing as the weather was a great deal worse than it had been the 
last time they had come here. Only very few people were around and this time, Aziraphale sat 
down alone. 


For once, he did not conjure some bread to feed the ducks, as he usually did when he sat here, but 


instead just watched them bob up and down in the lake, minding their own business. He felt tired 
all of a sudden, as if everything he had experienced the last few days were coming crashing down 
on him, leaving him completely exhausted. Aziraphale allowed himself a sigh and closed his eyes 
for a few precious moments. 


Already, he regretted leaving Crowley in such a haste. The demon was not used to being alone, and 
Aziraphale’s quick and barely explained escape was bound to have upset him. The angel was 
already beginning to feel bad about it, not even half an hour after he had left. After all, Crowley 
had been through a lot these past few days — from the completely new experience that walk the 
park had been over to the emotional turmoil the massage had brought, to the miracle training, it had 
been a stressing and tiring few days. Aziraphale himself felt completely exhausted, probably more 
so than he had ever been. 


He had been taking care of Crowley for a while now and while he did not at all mind doing it, and 
rather enjoyed seeing the person Crowley really was under his meek behaviour and forced 
submission come out slowly, being so careful and gentle while also remaining true to himself 
became taxing after a while. 


He had been very careful of how he acted and what he said for some time now and when Crowley 
had talked with such conviction about not being worthy of being kind, as if he did not even deserve 
this much, Aziraphale had no longer been able to take it and had finally snapped. Seeing just how 
little Crowley truly valued himself in that regard had made Aziraphale hurt. It had always been so 
obvious to him that kindness did not need to be earned for everyone could — and should — be kind, 
and seeing Crowley take himself out of that equation so easily just because he had been told so by 
people who had abused him for thousands of years had felt like a punch in the gut. 


Aziraphale hadn’t even had the strength to explain why he was leaving and where he would be 
going to, too agitated had he been. He had been afraid that if he stayed any longer, he really would 
snap at Crowley, accidentally say something to hurt him or that his obvious anger alone would 
frighten the demon. The last thing Aziraphale wanted was Crowley thinking that he was right, that 
somehow, he really was not allowed to be kind, just because Aziraphale had gotten angry at the 
mention of even the smallest possibility of it. 


Aziraphale let out a sigh, covering his eyes with his arm. Normally, he would never appear this... 
uncollected and emotional in public, but his current situation and the now slowly creeping worry 
that he had made things worse by simply leaving Crowley instead of explaining himself properly, 
justified an exception. 


He hated the thought that because of him, Crowley was now upset, or worse, afraid that he had 
done something wrong. If anything, Aziraphale himself had been the one to mess this up, not the 
demon. 


He should make sure to go back to the bookshop as soon as possible, reassure Crowley and try to 
control the damage he had caused as much as possible, but for the life of him, Aziraphale could not 
muster the energy. Removing his arm from his eyes alone took some effort and the mere thought 
standing up, of once more collecting himself, packing away his emotions and then taking care of 
not only himself but Crowley as well, was exhausting beyond belief. 


Aziraphale could not recall a time where he had been more worn out — recently, at least — and for 
now, he stayed where he was, staring out at the lake, watching the ducks as they swam to and fro. 


The books were neatly lined up on their shelves, the myths having found their place next to the 


collection of short stories. The blanket Crowley had used earlier was folded just as neatly over the 
arm of the sofa and Crowley himself was sitting at the other end of the sofa, watching the hands of 
the clock move forward way too slowly. 


He tried timing his breaths, tried to breathe in and out for an appropriate time, long enough for his 
breath not to come out in short gaps anymore. It had taken him a while to calm down entirely after 
Aziraphale’s hasty departure. While the angel’s anger and forcefulness in arguing about kindness 
had not scared or startled Crowley as much as he would have thought it would — or at all, really —, 
the angel leaving the flat in such a hurry with only a very feeble explanation as to where he was 
going, why he was leaving and when he would be coming back, had upset Crowley quite a bit. 


It had left him feeling helpless, and that had reminded him of how he used to be kept in the dark for 
days about what his punishment for this or that transgression would be. Logically, he knew that 
Aziraphale would not come back and punish him, but convincing his instincts of this had taken 
some time. 


Now, Crowley was watching the clock, as he had been for the last twelve minutes. By now, he had 
had more than enough time to not only calm himself down but also to go through what had 
happened earlier. 


He thought he knew what had gone wrong. The angel had seemed to be convinced ( more so than 
Crowley had previously thought) of the fact that there was something good, something kind in 
Crowley. And, worse yet, that this something should not only be tolerated, but encouraged even, 
dragged to light and ready to bloom. 


It was a frightening thought because Crowley knew Aziraphale was correct. He had never learned 
his lesson; all those years of pain and suffering had been futile — he was still kind, deep down. The 
reason why he had been enslaved in the first place, the thing that was supposed to have been 
destroyed millennia ago still existed within him. 


And as long as it was still there, as long as Crowley was still kind, he would never be free. His 
contract clearly stated that both he and his Master would have to believe that he deserved freedom 
in order for him to actually be freed, and even if Aziraphale were to believe that, Crowley himself 
would know that he would not deserve to be freed because of that kindness deep within him. 


It would be amusing had it not been so sickening. The person standing between him and his 
freedom was he himself. He knew he was still kind, and even if he would, by some cosmic force be 
allowed to be kind like Aziraphale had been implying and insisting on, he still could not be free. 
Kindness had been the sole reason he had been enslaved in the first place and as long as he 
remained kind, he would never be deserving of freedom. 


Crowley closed his eyes, focussing once more on his breathing. Thinking about the issue, about the 
contract for too long still made him panic. For so long had he buried his kindness, his spirit deep 
inside him and hearing Aziraphale talk so candidly about it had scared him. 


In an effort to calm down again, he repeated parts of the stories, the poems Aziraphale had read 
him, focussing on certain lines, the way the words sounded when he thought them in comparison to 
how they had sounded when Aziraphale had read them. It was calming, having something to focus 
on, something to cling to. Under his Masters, he had only ever been able to focus on pain, not 
something as innocent and beautiful as words. 


Just as the clock’s hand passed the twelve again, Crowley heard the front door open downstairs. 
He tensed, an automatic reaction, before forcing himself to relax and standing up. He took a few 
hesitant steps towards the stairs, unsure whether to wait for Aziraphale or greet him downstairs. 


The decision was taken off his hands when he heard footsteps climb the stairs and he quickly went 
back to his armchair, gingerly taking a seat in it. 


Aziraphale entered the room mere seconds later, looking slightly rumpled. His hair was tangled, 
and he seemed worried, his gaze sweeping through the room before settling on Crowley. The angel 
gave a small, unsure smile and crossed the room quickly, sitting down in the armchair next to the 
demon. 


He opened his mouth to speak, but hesitated, as if the words were failing him. He looked different 
than what Crowley had expected — he had thought that Aziraphale might still be a bit angry, or 
exhausted maybe, from his walk. Instead, the angel looked helpless, almost a bit rueful and 
apologetic. 


“I’m sorry for storming out earlier,” Aziraphale said after a few ore seconds, “I shouldn’t have left 
so abruptly, especially not after being so... harsh in my reaction. I must have upset you.” 


He looked genuinely worried, Crowley noted, the observation a bit surprising. It was still 
unfamiliar to him, someone caring about him and his feelings. He had not thought that Aziraphale 
would apologize, exactly. It wasn’t that he thought that Aziraphale thought himself to be above 
apologizing but more that Crowley didn’t think that the angel had something to apologize for. He 
hadn’t done anything wrong, after all. 


If anything, maybe Crowley was the one supposed to be apologising? He had been the one to push 
the angel to have such a severe reaction, after all. If he hadn’t pushed, if he hadn’t insisted, then 
Aziraphale never would have felt the need, never would have been so upset- 


“Crowley? My dear boy, are you alright?” 


Crowley’s head snapped up. The demon hadn’t even noticed he had looked down, nor had he 
noticed the way his breath had sped up once more despite his earlier breathing exercises or the way 
his hands were now gripping the blanket he had been toying with so tightly that his knuckles had 
started to turn white. 


“Yesss,” he said, too hastily to stop himself from hissing, “sssorry, I just- Sorry, angel.” 


“Tt’s no problem, my dear.”, came Aziraphale’s worried voice, “Just... Are you certain you are 
alright? What happened?” 


Crowley shrugged, feeling a little helpless himself. 


“T sshouldn’t have... I shouldn’t have pushed, earlier, | am sorry I upset you, angel. I’m sorry you 
had to leave because of me.” 


Aziraphale’s face dropped and instantly, Crowley felt even worse than before. He made to speak 
again but stopped when he saw Aziraphale get up and cross the space between them, sitting down 
on the floor next to Crowley. 


“You have nothing to apologise for,” the angel said kindly, but firmly. “It was my decision to 
leave, and though yes, what you said hurt a little to hear, it was not your fault. I could have handled 
my emotions a bit better, but I just needed a break, I think. At least a small one.” 


Aziraphale sighed and stood up again, pushing his own armchair closer to Crowley’s. He took the 
demons hand and held it gently, stroking his finger over Crowley’s palm as he spoke. 


“T believe that everyone deserves to be treated with kindness and, just as importantly, everyone has 


the abilities and resources to be kind. Because... because if not, where would we be then? Maybe I 
am too idealistic, but I really do think that everyone can be kind, my dear, even demons. I’m sorry 
for storming out earlier, I should have taken more time to think. It just... The very people who told 
you that you didn’t deserve kindness were the ones who mistreated you for years, Crowley. I 
wouldn’t trust their judgement too much.” 


The angel seemed angry again, his mouth a thin, flat line, but his hand was still gentle on 
Crowley’s. Crowley squeezed back, coaxing a tiny smile out of Aziraphale. 


“T’m talking in circles,” he sighed. “But just to be entirely clear - ’m sorry for the way I reacted 
earlier — I should not have been so harsh no should I have just left without explanation. It was 
unfair of me. But I still stand by what you said — you deserve kindness and you are kind. You’ re 
allowed to be, Crowley, and the mere fact that you still are capable of being kind, even after all that 
has been done to you, shows just how much of a good person you are. You might not want to hear 
it and I promise I won’t talk about it any longer if you don’t want me to, but you deserve to be 
kind. You should be given that much freedom, at least, my dear.” 


Crowley’s throat felt dry. Somehow, Aziraphale was saying everything he had ever wanted to hear. 
Every little bit of reassurance and comfort he had only ever been able to have in the privacy of his 
own thoughts now set free into the world, for everyone to see, for everyone to know. For him to 
see, to know. Crowley grabbed at Aziraphale’s words as best as he could, held onto them as well as 
possible. 


Aziraphale’s complete conviction eased a knot of worry in Crowley’s chest that he hadn’t realised 
had been there. It helped, somehow, knowing that Aziraphale still stood behind what he had done 
and said earlier, it was reassuring to know that the angel hadn’t changed his mind. It was a stark, 
but comforting contrast to Crowley’s previous Masters, whose moods had often changed quicker 
than even the weather did. 


He wasn’t sure he agreed with everything Aziraphale had said, but seeing someone — and even 
more so Aziraphale of all people, the kindest person Crowley had ever met — be so completely sure 
that Crowley deserved kindness in every way possible, was a strange, a wild, but comforting thing. 


He didn’t answer Aziraphale directly, for he did not know what to say. He couldn’t exactly agree 
with the angel, because he still thought that he did not deserve to be kind, that it wasn’t his place. 
But he couldn’t bear the thought of disagreeing with him once more, either, not when Aziraphale 
still seemed a little shaken, a little upset. Therefore, he only squeezed the angel’s hand again, 
giving him a small smile. 


“Thank you, angel,” he said, trying to put as much emotion into the word as possible, “I... thank 
you. I’m still sorry for pushing earlier, but ’m glad you came back. Thank you.” 


Something heartbreakingly gentle dashed over Aziraphale’s face. 

“Of course, my dear boy. I'll always come back.” 

Crowley gave him a small, watery smile. His eyes prickled. 

“T organized the books”, he said in lieu of an actual answer, “I hope you don’t mind.” 
Aziraphale shook his head, clearly taken aback before letting out a small chuckle. 


“Of course I don’t. Thank you, my dear boy, you didn’t have to do this. I hope you weren’t too 
bored while I was away?” 


Crowley quickly shook his head. He had definitely not been bored, too preoccupied with being 
anxious and a little afraid, but he was not about to tell Aziraphale about that. The angel let out a 
small breath and sat up straighter, giving Crowley a warm, if somewhat sad smile. 


“Alright.” For a second, he hesitated, seemingly wanting to say something else, before he shook his 
head. “Is there anything you might want to do today, to save this mess of a day? We could continue 
reading, or we could pay another round of UNO or cook something, if you’d like. I’d also propose 
a walk, but it was getting a little cold while I was out, and the weather isn’t looking too great right 
now. Maybe tomorrow, though? There is a planetarium not too far away, and if you’d like to, we 
could visit it, maybe.” 


At that, Crowley perked up. The idea of going out again still made his heart rate kick up, but the 
thought of visiting a planetarium excited him a lot. He had never before been to one but had a 
rough idea as to what they were and from what he knew, they sounded fantastic. 


“T’d like that, angel”, he said, trying to convey just how appealing that idea sounded to him, “that 
would be very... It would be amazing. Thank you. And because you asked, uh, would you maybe, 
uh, could you maybe read a bit more to me? Of course, if you don’t want to, you don’t have to and 
if ’'m allowed, I can also read myself, but I... ’'d appreciate it if you read to me, if you wanted 
to.” 


Crowley hated the way he still sounded so insecure, how uncertain he became when talking for a 
longer period of time, but he couldn’t quite help it. To his relief, though, Aziraphale simply 
nodded, looking quite happy at Crowley’s suggestion. 


“Of course, my dear boy! Would you like another myth or a short story? Or something else 
entirely? And if you want to, we can also play another game of cards, afterwards.” 


Crowley nodded again, a small smile now playing around his lips. “I’d like that. And if you 
wouldn’t mind, maybe a poem? I enjoyed the ones you’ ve read to me so far and I’d like to hear 
another one if that would be fine by you.” 


At that, a smile crossed Aziraphale’s face, broader and realer than the ones before. “I’d love to, my 
dear. Do you want to start now?” 


Crowley nodded and watched as Aziraphale readily got up, walking over to the bookcase. He 
clearly already knew what he was looking for and after a few seconds of searching, he retrieved a 
book of poetry from the shelves, a new one this time. It was a slim paperback which had clearly 
been in the angel’s possession for some time now, beat up as it was. After having sat down again, 
Aziraphale paged through it quickly, clearly already knowing which poem he wanted to read to 
Crowley. 


“This is called The Orange, by Wendy Cope, an English poet. It’s one of my favourites to cheer 
myself up when I’m having a bit of a bad day. It’s simple, a nice piece of literature, something that 
leaves me with a smile on my face whenever I read it. I think it might be nice right now, to cheer 
the both of us up a little. I hope you’ll like it, as well.” 


Aziraphale cleared his throat, shooting a smile at Crowley and then began reading, his voice 
softening as it always did when he read. 


“At lunchtime I bought a huge orange— 

The size of it made us all laugh. 

I peeled it and shared it with Robert and Dave— 
They got quarters and I had a half. 


And that orange, it made me so happy, 

As ordinary things often do 

Just lately. The shopping. A walk in the park. 
This is peace and contentment. It’s new. 


The rest of the day was quite easy. 

I did all the jobs on my list 

And enjoyed them and had some time over. 
I love you. I’m glad I exist.” 


Crowley closed his eyes while Aziraphale read, as he so often did. It was a simple poem, 
Aziraphale had been correct in that, easier to understand than the others he had read to Crowley, 
but at least just as beautiful, just as impactful. Crowley could see why the angel liked it so much — 
he himself also felt comforted by it, the last of the lingering discomfort that he had been harbouring 
ever since Aziraphale had left in such a hurry earlier slowly melting away. 


He let himself be lulled in by the poem, not thinking, simply listening to it, letting the words and 
their meaning wash over him. He relaxed, as he always did when Aziraphale read to him, allowing 
himself to lower his guard a little. He almost felt bad it when the poem was over, Aziraphale’s 
voice fading out in the quiet of the room. 


Crowley opened his eyes again, smiling at the angel, who was looking expectantly at him. “That 
was beautiful, angel. Thank you. I can... I can see why it makes you happy - it really is a beautiful 
and happy poem. It, uh, it helped me, a bit, calming down just now. So, uh, thank you. It really 
was beautiful.” 


Aziraphale beamed at that, looking much happier than Crowley thought he would over such a 
simple, almost dumb statement. 


“I’m glad to hear that, my dear! To me, it is a very comforting poem, and as I’ve said, it never fails 
to bring a smile to my face. I’m happy you seem to feel the same way about it.” 


He stretched a little, placing the book in his lap and Crowley could hear his back crack, making 
him wince a little. 


“Would you like to hear another one?’”, Aziraphale asked, oblivious to Crowley’s slight 
discomfort, “or would you rather we started playing right now?” 


Crowley bit his lip. While Aziraphale had been reading, an idea had occurred to him, and as much 
as he loved being read to, the need to act on that idea itched under his skin, making him unable to 
agree to another poem. 


“Tf that would be alright, I would prefer playing cards now. But, I was, uh, I was thinking that 
maybe... If you wanted to, we could maybe continue training my magic a bit more? During the 
game, perhaps?” 


Crowley’s voice had gone insecure again as it always did when he asked for something, and though 
he disliked it, the demon could not really help it. Asking Aziraphale for something still was hard 
for him, even though by now he knew that the angel would not lash out at him for doing so and 
that if he were to refuse, he would have good reason to do so. 


Asking Aziraphale to help him regain his abilities, however, was a little different than asking to be 
read to or to prepare dinner. It meant pushing for more freedom, for more independence, and even 
though so far, the angel had actively encouraged that, it still felt wrong, somehow, asking someone 


who held power over him to help him gain more power himself. 


And of course, there was still the lingering fear that performing a miracle — either Crowley 
performing one himself or Aziraphale doing so — would end in pain, as it so often had over the past 
millennia. Crowley feared that Aziraphale would say no because of what had happened the last 
time they had done this, because of how cornered and afraid the demon had felt when Aziraphale 
had performed a miracle too closely to him. He didn’t want the angel to feel guilty over something 
he wasn’t responsible for, and even less so, he didn’t want one stupid mistake of his to be the 
reason why they would not train together anymore. 


To his surprise, however, Aziraphale nodded after a second of consideration. 


“All right,” he said, closing the book of poetry, “if you would like to, we can. I think it might be 
beneficial, training regularly and without too many long breaks in between the sessions. But 
promise, my dear, that if anything happens that makes you feel uncomfortable or unsafe, you have 
to tell me, yes? I don’t want things to end like they did last time.” 


Crowley nodded, a smile of relief plain on his face. He hadn’t expected Aziraphale to agree right 
away, and especially not so readily. Just barely hiding his excitement, he got up to put the poetry 
collection back on its shelf where it belonged and picked up the pack of cards on his way instead. 


Sitting down again, however, he felt first slivers of uncertainty creeping up on him. How was he 
supposed to go about this? He had a vague idea of what he wanted, what kind of miracle might be 
beneficial to his ‘training’, but he didn’t know whether Aziraphale would also think his ideas were 
good ones — or whether they would even work. 


“How would you like to do this?”, the angel asked while shuffling the cards, as if he had read 
Crowley’s mind. “Would you like to start right away or play a round without magic and then try it 
with a few miracles later?” 


Crowley pondered for a few seconds, weighing the pros and cons. 


“Td like to start with a regular game, if that would be alright with you,” he finally answered 
haltingly, “and maybe in the next round, you could shuffle the cards with magic, if you wouldn’t 
mind? Because maybe then [’Il already be used to it and I'll know that you shuffling the cards will 
not harm me, not even when it’s done with magic. Would that be... would that be alright, angel?” 


Aziraphale nodded, a small smile stretched over his lips. “That is a great idea, my love. We could 
maybe work our way up again? So I could start by shuffling he cards at some distance to you and 
then we can work on me dealing the cards with progressively less space between us, if you think 
that might work? Or we could simply leave it at the shuffling, if you’d prefer that.” 


Crowley nodded, a bit more enthusiastic now. Aziraphale’s idea was a good one, and since they 
would first play a regular round of UNO, he would likely also know subconsciously that nothing 
bad would happen to him, even when the angel eventually started using his magic. 


With a smile, Aziraphale started dealing the cards, manually for now. It had been some time since 
they had last played UNO, but the memory of their rather disastrous first few rounds was still fresh 
in Crowley’s mind. He vowed to himself that this time, it would not end like this, even if he 
happened to win. 


Their first round went over uneventfully, and even though Crowley’s heart sped up a little when he 
was the first one to call “Uno”, all in all, it he counted it as a success. It helped a bit that in the end, 
he had lost, anyways. He and Aziraphale quickly collected all the cards and after another quick 


check-in if Crowley was still on board with their plan, Aziraphale rose and walked back a bit, 
leaning against one of the shelves. 


“Are you ready, my dear?” 


Crowley nodded, his eyes fixed on Aziraphale’s hands as he lifted them. Then, with the slightest 
movement of his fingertips, the cards began hovering in the air a couple centimetres over the 
angel’s hands. He began shuffling them slowly, throwing quick glances in Crowley’s direction 
every couple seconds. 


Crowley was tense, holding himself rigidly and once more leaning as far back from the miracle as 
possible, but so far, he wasn’t afraid. He still felt the prickle of magic in the air, felt that 
somewhere in his vicinity a miracle was being performed, but unlike last time, it didn’t scare him. 


He knew that nothing bad would happen. After all, cards could not really hurt him, not even if 
Aziraphale decided to throw them at him, and he had seen them being shuffled without any 
negative consequences just minutes ago, when they had played their first round. He wasn’t afraid, 
just tense and a little wary, but it was a far cry from what he had felt the first time they had tried 
this. 


After a few more seconds, Aziraphale stopped, the cards now well-shuffled, and the prickle of 
magic ended. Crowley let out a small sigh of relief and watched as Aziraphale made his way back 
to him, the cards held out in front of him. Crowley took them, his hands trembling ever so slightly. 
He half-expected to feel something — the uncomfortable sensation from last time, maybe — when he 
touched the pack of cards, but nothing happened. It was just a pack of cards, shuffled and entirely 
harmless. 


“Was that alright? Did you feel anything or was I far enough away?” 


The worry was clear in Aziraphale’s voice, and Crowley quickly shook his head, wanting to 
reassure him. 


“Tt was fine, angel. I felt it, but it was less intense than last time. I wasn’t even... I wasn’t even 
scared, even though I felt it. Thank you for trying again. It really means a lot to me that you’d be 
willing to do this for me.” 


Aziraphale smiled at that, looking quite relieved. He relaxed a little — and up until that happened, 
Crowley hadn’t even realised that the angel had been tense as well — and sat down opposite to 
Crowley, putting the UNO-cards on the table between them. 


“What about another round? You said something about using magic in this one, would you still 
like to do that? If not, that’s also fine, of course.” 


Crowley quickly shook his head. The success from just now, the surprising lack of fear had 
encouraged him to try again. He wanted to take advantage of this moment of success. 


“Td like to continue,” he said, “maybe you could deal the cards with the help of a miracle? And if 
that... if that works, maybe next time I could try and perform a miracle? Not today, if that is 
alright, but if you’d let me, I would like to try sometime soon. Only if you’d allow me, of course,” 
Crowley added upon seeing a small frown form on the angel’s face. 


Aziraphale nodded, but the frown was still there. 


“Of course I’d allow it, my dear,” he said, words coming out careful and slow, “But are you certain 
that this would be a good idea? I don’t want you to push yourself too hard, I don’t want you to get 


hurt in the process, my dear. It is okay to take your time, you know.” 


Crowley felt oddly touched at that. He knew that Aziraphale’s hesitation stemmed from a place of 
concern, of care, and though that was unfamiliar to Crowley, it filled him with warmth. It felt good, 
somehow, knowing that the angel cared so much about his health and well-being. 


Still — he wanted to try. He needed to try. Maybe he really was progressing a bit quickly, but to 
him, it didn’t feel like it. He had been without his powers, his magic for too long and now that he 
finally had the chance to regain his abilities, he couldn’t stand to wait any longer than necessary. 


He told Aziraphale as much, and although the angel still looked somewhat hesitant, he nodded. 


“Tt’s your choice, my dear, I will not decide for you. But as always — if you feel that it’s too much 
for you or if you at any point want to stop, either now or whenever we try this the next time, you 
can just say so and I promise I’Il stop.” 


Crowley couldn’t quite help himself — he reached out and squeezed Aziraphale’s hand, a wordless 
message to convey his thanks. It was still somewhat of a novelty, being able to touch someone else 
without repercussions, without being forced to or having to fear punishment, but just for comfort. 


Aziraphale smiled at him and then started dealing the cards. After he had dealt about a third of the 
needed amount, he stopped, looking up at Crowley. 


“Should I do the rest with the help of a miracle? I can do it here or go a bit further away, whatever 
you'd like.” 


Crowley hummed, taking a second to consider his options. Though the last time Aziraphale had 
done a miracle so close to him was still fresh in his mind, as were all the negative things that had 
followed after, he couldn’t help but want to try it again. 


The wish to regain his powers as soon as possible made itself known once again, but it was 
something else, too. He wanted to somehow make up for the way he had acted earlier, how he had 
pushed. It was only fair that after pushing Aziraphale so far — too far — earlier, when they had 
talked about kindness, that he now pushed himself, as well. How far, he would find out. 


Therefore, he shook his head. “Here is fine, angel. You don’t have to go back. I would like to try it 
again with you closer than before. Maybe you could... maybe I could just sit back a little and you 
could deal the cards one by one? If that would be possible of course, and if you want to, I don’t 
mean to presume...” 


Aziraphale hushed him gently. “It’s fine, Crowley, don’t worry. I can move my chair back a little 
and you can lean back. That way we should have roughly the same distance to each other as the 
last time we tried this, if not a little more. Just... are you sure this is alright? The miracle is smaller 
than the last one, yes, but I don’t want to frighten you.” 


Crowley shook his head, determined. 


“Tt is fine, angel. I want to try it. And if it becomes too much for me, I will tell you immediately. I 
promise, angel. But... thanks. Thank you for asking.” 


Aziraphale smiled a bit in response, though his smile was less broad than usually, and then started 
to deal the cards, one after the other. The first couple he still did manually, but after the fourth he 
looked up at Crowley. 


“T’ll move a few to you with a small miracle now, is that alright?” 


Crowley nodded and fixated the card with his eyes, watching carefully as Aziraphale moved his 
fingers ever so slightly. Crowley felt the rush of electricity in the air even before the card moved, 
tough it was even lighter than earlier. It was so very little that he barely felt it, only a hint of what 
he was used to, a smidge of what he had felt last time. 


Though he tensed at first, it did not take his breath away as it had when Aziraphale had refilled the 
water bottle. The sensation he felt was barely there, barely noticeable, and he probably would have 
missed it, had he not paid such close attention. 


At first, even that small hint was a little uncomfortable, as it reminded him of when that sensation 
would gradually build up until he couldn’t take it anymore, until he would be screaming in pain, 
writhing on the floor. But when he realised that there would be no pain to come, that the sensation, 
the rush of magic in the air wouldn’t increase, he relaxed again. The uncomfortableness instantly 
disappeared, leaving behind only the knowledge that magic was being used, without any negative 
connotations. 


After a couple more seconds, the feeling vanished, the cards Aziraphale had been dealing now 
laying in front of Crowley, still, unmoving. Crowley let out a small sigh of relief, looking up at 
Aziraphale. The angel was watching him closely, a questioning look on his face. 


“Are you alright?” 
The demon nodded, a smile breaking out over his face. 


“I’m fine. I felt it, but it wasn’t... It didn’t hurt. It was less intense than last time, which I think 
helped, but while you were still performing the miracle, I think I fully realised that it wouldn’t hurt 
me, That helped a lot, I could even... I could even relax, angel. Thank you, Aziraphale. Thank 
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you. 
Aziraphale smiled at that, a not insignificant amount of relief on his face. 


“That’s good to hear, my dear boy. I’m happy that worked so well, because to be quite honest, I 
was afraid I’d frighten you again. I wouldn’t want that, Crowley. I hated seeing you so afraid the 
last time. But, well, I am relieved that it went over so well just now. Would you like me to deal the 
rest of the cards like this as well or is it enough for today?” 


“If you would deal the rest with a miracle as well that would be very kind of you,” Crowley said, 
“but maybe afterwards... We could take a break? Only if you want to of course, but I think that I... 
well, I made a lot of progress today, I think, but if you’d rather...” 


“Not at all,” interrupted Aziraphale gently, “I also think it’s enough for today. It was an exhausting 
day, after all. Maybe we can finish this round and then head to bed, if you don’t mind? I am feeling 
a bit exhausted myself, I must admit. Would that be alright with you?” 


Crowley nodded, relieved. He hadn’t realised just how tired he was until the angel had mentioned 
it. Although technically speaking, not a lot had happened today, emotionally, it had been a tiring 
day. His earlier... fight? - had it been a fight? — with Aziraphale had exhausted him, and though 
they had talked about it, Crowley would still likely need some more time to fully put it behind 
himself. And no matter how well it was working, the miracle-training was also wearing him thin, 
alert as he had to be during it. He could imagine that it was likely the same for Aziraphale. 


Therefore, he nodded and watched as the angel began dealing his own cards, moving them with the 
barest hint of a miracle, fingers working quickly and nimbly. 


Aziraphale really did feel exhausted, and the heightened state of concentration he was in while he 
dealt the cards didn’t help matters one bit. He was careful not to use too much magic, not wanting 
to scare Crowley. So far, this experiment was going swimmingly, and he didn’t want to risk 
potentially ruining it simply because of a slip-up on his part. He watched Crowley carefully while 
he performed his miracle, but when the demon still seemed fine, he allowed himself to relax a 
little. 


After he had completed the miracle and checked in with Crowley, they began playing, entirely 
without magic. Aziraphale let the calm atmosphere wash over him, relaxing a little more himself. 


He really was worn out, the exhaustion that had settled in earlier today still not having left him. 
And he was still faintly upset at what he had learned in the morning — that Crowley truly did not 
think himself worthy of kindness. Aziraphale had been pondering over this ever since he had 
returned from his walk, and still, he had not come to a conclusion of any sorts. After all, what was 
there to conclude? Crowley didn’t think he was worthy of being kind, and admittedly, that hurt to 
hear. Aziraphale wanted so badly to convince Crowley of the opposite, but how? How, when- 


A soft “Uno” interrupted the angel’s train of thought and he looked up to find that while he had 
been thinking too hard, Crowley had been winning, now holding only one more card. 


The demon clutched this last card a little too tightly, Aziraphale noticed, but it was a far cry from 
the display of fear and panic when Crowley had first won at Uno. Aziraphale smiled and sighed, 
looking down at his own cards. 


He was spectacularly bad this time but couldn’t quite bring himself to care. It would do Crowley 
good, winning again, and really, the demon deserved it. Therefore, Aziraphale watched with a 
smile as Crowley won just a minute later — not that he could have done anything to prevent it — and 
leaned back in his chair, giving Crowley friendly grin. 


“Excellently played, my dear boy. You’re becoming better and better every day. If you’d like, I 
could introduce you to a few other games? It’s been a long time since I’ve actually had the chance 
to play games of any sorts with anyone and I’d like to try out a few again if you’d be up for it.” 


At Crowley’s confirming nod, Aziraphale smiled and started packing up the cards, watching 
Crowley from underneath his lashes while he did so. The demon seemed exhausted as well, but not 
in a bad way, more like he was more than ready to get a good night’s rest after a long but 
rewarding day. 


“Well”, Aziraphale said after he had put the cards away, “thank you, my dear, I enjoyed that a lot. 
Tomorrow, if you want to, we can go to the planetarium, but we don’t have to. We can just have a 
lazy day as well, whatever you’d like.” 


Crowley nodded and got up as well, standing a little awkwardly next to his armchair. He gave 
Aziraphale an uncertain smile before he crossed the space between them quickly, coming to a halt 
just before the angel. And to Aziraphale’s surprise - would this ever cease to surprise him, he 
wondered, this gentle, trusting display of affection — he wrapped his arms around the angel in a 
quick hug. 


Aziraphale held him carefully, trying to put as many of his feelings as possible into the hug, trying 
to convey everything he felt for Crowley with the embrace — all the admiration, the care, the 
tenderness. Judging from the soft, pleased expression on the demon’s face when he stepped back, 
he might have succeeded. 


“Good night,” Crowley said, not looking away from Aziraphale’s face, “‘and thank you. For 
everything, angel. And Id like to visit the planetarium tomorrow, if you still want to then.” 


Aziraphale nodded, unable to keep the smile on his face from broadening even more. Crowley 
would enjoy the planetarium, he thought, and Aziraphale himself would enjoy the chance to show 
the demon a bit more of Earth. He was excited to finally have someone with whom he could share 
all the wonders the humans had created, all the glamorous things they were capable of. It would be 
a nice trip, he thought, and maybe, after they had gone to the planetarium, he could go to church. 
He hadn’t prayed ever since Crowley had been... given to him and by now, that was long overdue. 


And maybe, going to church and praying there would help him collect himself again. Lately, 
Aziraphale had felt a certain uncomfortableness when thinking of Heaven and the other angels. 
Ever since he had learned what they had done to Crowley, how they had used and abused him, 
there had been a certain bitter aftertaste when thinking of them. Maybe church would help him 
with sorting out his feelings. 


“Good night, Crowley” he said, pushing those thoughts away for now and giving the demon one 
last, warm smile, “and sleep tight.” 


Crowley smiled back before leaving, making his way over to his room. Aziraphale himself stayed 
behind, sitting back down in his armchair. 


He let out a long sigh. The exhaustion had fully settled now, curling around his ribcage and leaving 
him feeling more tired than he had in a long time. Trying to combat the exhaustion, he miracled a 
book from one of the shelves but didn’t open it, merely playing with the pages. 


He had enjoyed reading Cope’s poem to Crowley today and had half a mind to read it again, just to 
cheer himself up again. But somehow, he did not really want to. The poem had already been used 
once today, and now he had a positive memory connected to it. He didn’t want to possibly taint that 
by reading it himself while he was in a bad mood and then possibly not being cheered up by it. It 
would weaken the power of the poem somehow, he felt. 


Therefore, Aziraphale merely sat in his armchair, looking out of the window, up at the stars high 
above him while idly playing with the book in his hands. The stars were glistening beautifully, a 
reminder of not only Crowley’s work and passion, but also of everything the Almighty had ever 
created — the universe, the sky, Earth and Heaven. 


Aziraphale breathed in deeply, still absent-mindedly playing with the pages of his book. His chest 
ached when he thought of Crowley creating the stars, hanging them one by one only to have them 
being taken away from him, without good reason or explanation. It was a terrible thought, a 
discouraging one, and that image, that thought of Crowley being robbed of everything he had 
created and worked so hard for, convinced Aziraphale more than anything else to go to church 
tomorrow, pray and talk to the Almighty. He had a lot to say, after all. 


It was beautiful out, Aziraphale thought, before closing his book and getting up from his armchair, 
walking over to the window. He knelt down in front of it, still watching the stars in the night sky. 
He had a lot to say, and not everything could wait until tomorrow, not everything could be pushed 
away right now. 


Aziraphale stared at the stars just a minute longer before closing his eyes, evening out his breath. 
And then, for the first time since Crowley had been given to him, he started to pray. 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope you enjoyed it! Have a nice day! 


Chapter 18 


Chapter Notes 


So, I have never been to the London planetarium before and don’t know what it looks 
like (and I think it doesn’t even exist anymore, does it?), so therefore I am basing the 
one Crowley and Aziraphale visit off of some planetariums I’ve been to, mixed with 
some separate space exhibitions I’ve seen. After all, if I’m making them visit an 
imaginary planetarium, I can at least make it as fun as possible. 


Thank you to the absolutely lovely RyverWye, who is now my beta! I’m really excited 
about it, thank you so much!! © 


I’m terribly sorry that this took so long to finish, but real life is currently a bit of a 
hassle, as I have just finished moving, which took up a lot of time. Nevertheless, I 
hope you'll like the chapter, and the next one should probably arrive a little sooner. (: 


Enjoy!! 


It was way too hot outside, and Crowley was sweating in his leather jacket. They had gotten up 
earlier than usual, wanting to go to the planetarium before it was filled to the brim with tourists and 
other admirers, and now they were walking side by side, enjoying the weather (in Aziraphale’s 
case) and the relatively quiet streets (in Crowley’s case). 


Crowley was walking a half-step behind Aziraphale, careful not to touch any of the other passers- 
by. He still wasn’t used to being around so many people at once, and tensed whenever someone 
came too close to him, but all in all it was better than the last time he had been outside. 
Aziraphale’s easy small talk and obvious excitement at the prospect of visiting the planetarium put 
Crowley a little at ease. 


The thought of seeing his stars again, no matter how or in what form, made the demon’s heart beat 
faster in excitement. Aziraphale’s offer had been very generous and Crowley found himself looking 
forward to the planetarium, which was something of a novelty for him. He had rarely ever had 
things to look forward to, and even less so with such intensity as right now. The excitement was 
practically itching under his skin, making him feel restless in an unfamiliar but not entirely 
unpleasant way. 


Aziraphale was walking quite quickly, humming a little and occasionally pointing out different 
places and landmarks, always connected to a short story he told Crowley about acquaintances, 
excellent food, or certain memories. It made the walk a bit more bearable, the people around them 
fading into the background after a while, and Crowley found himself relaxing a little more, 
focussing on Aziraphale’s voice and stories instead of the fear that being around so many people 
usually unleashed. 


Their walk didn’t take too long, and after no more than fifteen minutes they were queued up in 
front of the planetarium. On their way here, the angel had explained that they would need to buy 
tickets in order to be allowed to enter the planetarium, warning Crowley that they would probably 
have to wait a bit, and that while they waited they would likely be surrounded by other people. 
Luckily, there weren’t too many other visitors in front of them, so their wait was relatively short. 


Still, being close to so many humans at once set Crowley on edge, and he had to fight to relax. He 
didn’t want to worry Aziraphale and definitely didn’t want any of the visitors catching on to the 
fact that he was feeling a little out of place. 


Crowley stayed silent when Aziraphale bought the tickets, doing his best to avoid looking the 
vendor in the eyes. He was wearing a pair of sunglasses which Aziraphale had miracled up for him 
to cover up his eyes, but he still didn’t quite dare looking at people directly. Not only because he 
was afraid that somehow, despite the glasses, they would see his snake eyes, but also because, as 
much as he hated it, part of the training he had undergone under various demons and angels still 
held him back from looking directly in the eyes of anyone who wasn’t a Master. 


Thankfully, buying the tickets didn’t take long, Aziraphale doing all of the talking while Crowley 
tried to become invisible. Had he had his magic, he thought, he would have been able to actually 
make himself invisible, but for now, he would have to settle for standing behind Aziraphale, 
partially covered by the angel’s shoulders. 

The planetarium itself was relatively empty, if Aziraphale’s word could be trusted. To Crowley, it 
was still a lot of people, but he assumed that to the angel, who was arguably way more used to 
being around humans than he was, the other visitors truly didn’t seem like too many. 


“Well,” said Aziraphale, turning to Crowley, “is there anything in particular you want to see? Over 
there is a plan of where all the attractions and exhibitions are, but we could also just start walking, 
look around a bit and simply go to whatever catches your attention while we walk.” 


He was smiling at Crowley, a broader smile than the demon had seen on him the past few days. 
Going out again seemed to make Aziraphale happy, Crowley noted, as did being around other 
people. Not necessarily talking to them, but simply being in the same space. It made him a bit 
more carefree, maybe. Crowley had seen Aziraphale smile at a few strangers in the streets, though 
it hadn’t seemed like he had enjoyed his talk to the vendor earlier overly much. Merely being 
around humans seemed to cheer the angel up, made him lose some of the carefulness and slight 
hesitation, the slight rigidness Crowley sometimes saw in him. 


“No, there’s nothing in particular,” Crowley said, taking a quick step forward to get out of the way 
of a man walking past him, “I don’t really... I don’t know what we can see here, so maybe, if you 
wouldn’t mind, we could look at the plan?” 


He tried not to sound too demanding while simultaneously not being too unsure of himself. At 
home, in Aziraphale’s flat, he had slowly worked his way up to asking the angel questions, asking 
for things without being afraid of punishment, but being outside, in an unfamiliar environment, led 
to Crowley second-guessing himself again, the familiarity and safety of Aziraphale’s bookstore no 
longer around him. 


“Perfect, then let’s look at the plan. I greatly enjoy the bit about space travel, but I think you might 
like the ‘Hidden Stars’ section.” Aziraphale turned to Crowley, smiling even broader now, almost a 
grin. Something Crowley hadn’t seen before gleamed in the angel’s eyes. “There’s also ‘Yoga 
Underneath the Stars’, if that is more to your liking. But if you choose to go there, I’ll allow myself 
the pleasure of just watching, not participating, if you don’t mind.” 


Aziraphale’s tone of voice was mischievous, the angel so obviously joking that Crowley couldn’t 
help but grin back. He had a vague idea what Yoga was — a lot of twisting around seemed to be 
involved — and the thought of him doing that, especially while Aziraphale watched, was not the 
most appealing one. Neither the fact that it would be underneath his stars nor that he could 
transform into a snake to help himself be a little more comfortable would convince him to try it. 


“No thank you, angel,” Crowley responded smoothly, a small smile of his own playing around his 


lips, “I’d rather not. But thanks for the offer, anyways.” 


Aziraphale smiled broadly at that, a delighted look on his face. “Oh well, my dear. Let me know if 
you change your mind.” 


Crowley nodded, trying to keep another small smile at bay. “What was the other thing you 
mentioned — the Hidden Stars?” 


“Ah! It’s one of my favourite sections and it’s rather new. It’s a big dome, just behind that door 
over there, and in that dome, pictures of the stars are projected to the wall with the help of 
computers and such. Don’t ask me about the computers and how it works, please, I must admit that 
I’m not the best with modern technology. So much has changed over the last few decades that it’s 
hard to keep up with all of it. But I think you could enjoy it, nevertheless. There are some beautiful 
pictures and the lady explaining everything can even move them around a bit. It sometimes feels 
like you are really up there, in the stars, when she moves the pictures. The seats are terribly 
comfortable, too,” Aziraphale added, “I’ve seen a surprising number of people fall asleep in them. 
A bit of a shame, really, the stars that are all around them really are too beautiful to miss.” 


Crowley smiled at that, though it was a bit melancholic. Seeing his stars again, in whatever form 
that might be, would be an incredible experience. He had been deprived of them for too long, and 
there was only very little he could see of them in London. Even computer-generated images of the 
stars sounded like a dream come true. 


“T would like that, angel. The section with my stars, I mean. If you wouldn’t mind.” 


Aziraphale smiled at Cowley, surprisingly gently. “I wouldn’t mind at all. But I think the dome 
only opens in half an hour — they’ve got certain time slots when they do the show-— so we’ll have to 
wait a bit. Would you mind terribly if we just take a look at the exhibition they have on space 
travel beforehand? I always find it so fascinating what the humans are capable of. They’ ve 
achieved terribly much, don’t you think?” 


Crowley nodded, a bit unsure if that was the correct answer. He didn’t know very much about 
humans or their achievements - his previous Masters had looked down at them for the most part, 
especially the angels, and therefore what little he had been told about them had always been 
negative. Aziraphale however, seemed to like the humans, admire them even. Most of what he had 
ever said about them had been praise or admiration, and he seemed to be interested in decidedly 
human things like food and books — things no other angel Crowley had ever known would have 
even looked twice at. 


But then again, Aziraphale was drastically different from everyone in Heaven, and definitely not in 
a bad way. It made sense that he would love humanity too, like he seemed to love and appreciate 
everything around him. And maybe, Crowley mused, his cheeks heating up slightly at the thought, 
if he proved himself to be worthy enough, over time, Aziraphale could learn to feel something 
similar for him, too. 


“Ah, yes,” Crowley forced out, hoping that Aziraphale hadn’t noticed the slight delay in his 
answer, “they have. And space travel sounds good, angel. Thank you,” he added, a bit belatedly, 
even though he himself didn’t quite know what he was thanking Aziraphale for. The angel merely 
smiled in response and then led Crowley to a door at the far end of the room, still making sure that 
they didn’t come too close to any of the other visitors surrounding them. 


The exhibition on space travel was, much to Crowley’s surprise, quite interesting. He had heard a 


bit about it, the humans going off to space, but he had never really thought about how they had 
done it and learning about it was surprisingly fascinating. He couldn’t even begin to imagine how 
much work it must have taken to build even one spaceship, never mind the wide range the 
exhibition talked about. 


Crowley and Aziraphale wandered slowly through the room, which was mostly void of other 
visitors, and Aziraphale mentioned a few things that the information boards didn’t cover. He was 
surprisingly knowledgeable, Crowley noted, and Aziraphale explained with a slightly sheepish look 
that as little as he knew about technology in general, space travel had fascinated him a while back. 
Apparently, he had had a phase during which he had read almost exclusively about it, a couple 
years ago. 


“T was worried, you see,” Aziraphale said, while they were standing in front of an astronaut’s suit, 
“that this all would end terribly. It seemed like such a dangerous idea back then, almost stupid. But 
then again, I can understand the need to go somewhere else, to space. The need to fly. I get it too, 
sometimes, the sudden need to just spread my wings and soar. And who am I to judge humans if 
they’ve got the same needs that we do?” 


Crowley merely hummed at that, too preoccupied with his own thoughts to form a proper answer. 
It was an interesting point Aziraphale had brought up, and the way the angel had talked about 
flying made something in Crowley’s chest clench. He, too, felt the need to fly, had felt it for far too 
long now, with no way for that need to ever be satisfied. For too long, his wings had been in a state 
that made it simply impossible for him to fly, but now? His wings were clean again, clean and 
healed, and after hearing Aziraphale talk about flying in such a longing way, the long-supressed 
desire came back to him with full force. 


It would be wonderful, experiencing that feeling of utter freedom once more, being able to spread 
his wings and just fly, wherever he wanted, with no restrictions. Demons and angels rarely flew just 
for fun, but their wings still needed to be used at least a couple times every hundred years or so, 
and personally, Crowley had always enjoyed those necessary flights much more than any other 
demon he knew. And it seemed that Aziraphale, too, enjoyed them a bit more than the average 
angel. 


Maybe, one day, they could fly together-? 


Crowley squashed that thought as quickly as it had come, not wanting to get his hopes up. Even if 
Aziraphale would ever allow him to fly, he highly doubted that they would fly together. Well, 
maybe if Aziraphale wanted to make sure that Crowley didn’t fly too far, didn’t flee and leave him, 
but that would hardly be the same as the careless, enjoyable flight Crowley had pictured. It 
wouldn’t help, thinking about it any longer, because there was no way it was ever going to happen. 
So, Crowley tried to forget the thought as quickly as he could, thankful when Aziraphale started 
talking again. 


““We’re almost done here, and I think the dome should open soon. We should probably hurry if we 
want to get good seats. Do you still want to go?” 


Crowley nodded, his throat too dry to answer verbally and Aziraphale smiled in response. 
Carefully, slowly, he took the demons hand, giving him enough time to step away. When he didn’t, 
Aziraphale clasped his fingers around Crowley’s tightly but gently, and then made his way to the 
dome with Crowley a half-step behind, holding onto Aziraphale’s hand, being led by the angel. 
Looking down at their joint hands, Crowley couldn’t quite suppress a small, honest smile. 


So far, Crowley seemed to enjoy the planetarium, even if all the people around him tended to make 
him a bit nervous. Aziraphale had loved the way the demon’s eyes had lit up whenever he had seen 
a picture of space, and if he wasn’t entirely mistaken, Crowley hadn’t found the bit about space 
travel entirely uninteresting, either. 


And if something like that, which hadn’t been Crowley’s area of interest, fascinated him so much, 
Aziraphale was excited to see how the demon would react to the ‘Hidden Stars’ exhibition. He 
personally enjoyed it a lot and couldn’t wait to hear Crowley’s opinion on it. 


Surprisingly few people were queueing for the dome and once more, they didn’t have to wait for 
long. Crowley squeezed his hand as they walked through the door and Aziraphale looked at him 
just in time to see the demon’s eyes widen in amazement as he took in his surroundings. 


Aziraphale also took a moment to simply admire the room himself, trying to imagine what it must 
feel like for Crowley, seeing it for the first time. It was a big room, with the roof meters over their 
heads, the walls entirely black for now save for a few small lights here and there, meant to 
symbolize stars in a night sky. Aziraphale knew that as soon as the last visitor had taken their seat, 
that would change, transforming the room into the colourful mess that was the universe, galaxies 
and stars rushing by, brought to life on the walls of the dome. He couldn’t wait to see Crowley’s 
reaction to that, if the blank room alone already fascinated him. 


There were posters on some of the walls, which Crowley read as they passed, making their way 
over to their seats. They were seated somewhere in the middle of the room, something Aziraphale 
had taken care of with a small miracle to ensure that Crowley would get the best view possible. 


The seats really were terribly comfortable and he sunk into his with a small, happy sigh, leaning 
backwards entirely. Crowley sat upright, still looking around the room. 

“The seats will start moving a little when the show begins,” Aziraphale warned Crowley quietly, 
“they will turn around and spin a bit, so we can see everything, but they’ll do so slowly. I just don’t 
want you to be caught off-guard, because that happened to me the first time I came here.” 


Crowley nodded, smiling at Aziraphale. Their hands were still linked, laying on top of the armrest 
between them, and Aziraphale could feel Crowley tense a little as the lights around them went 
completely dark. He squeezed the demon’s hand reassuringly, but before he had time to offer 
verbal comfort, the show started and Aziraphale could hear Crowley suck in a surprised breath. 


All around them, the previously dark walls bloomed with colour: purples, blues, and pinks mixing 
together with specks of gold and silver. The small lights symbolising stars were still on, but now, 
they were almost drowned out by all the other colours around them. 


It was beautiful, a spectacle Aziraphale would never grow tired of. He sat back comfortably as the 
show really began, a woman’s voice coming over the speakers hidden in the walls, explaining what 
they were seeing and giving detail on the galaxies and constellations that were displayed on the 
dome’s walls and roof. 


Aziraphale let himself drift away mentally, merely watching, not listening, all the while entirely 
aware of where his and Crowley’s hands were still linked together in between them, a steady, 
comforting pressure. 


Back when Crowley had created the stars, all those thousands of years ago when he had called star 
after star into existence, galaxy after galaxy, when he had hung them up carefully, judging the 
placement of each, he had created the most beautiful sight he had ever set eyes on. To this day, 
nothing had ever quite topped the sheer magic and beauty he had seen when he had looked at his 


stars, at his universe, for the first time. 
This exhibition, however, came pretty close. 


While he had been excited (if a bit nervous) to see what the ‘Hidden Stars’ would look like, 
Crowley hadn’t had any hope that it would actually measure up to his own stars, his galaxies, his 
creations. He had been correct, of course, but even Crowley had to admit that the spectacle all 
around him was a marvel, nonetheless. 


The colours blooming over walls and roof were almost as gorgeous and vibrant as they were in real 
life, and while the placement of a few stars was a little off, as far as Crowley could tell, the humans 
had done an excellent job all in all. 


He let the speaker’s voice wash over him, only-half listening. He was pretty confident that 
Aziraphale would not be mad at him for not paying too much attention, and he took his time to just 
admire. It had been too long since he had seen his stars in any capacity, and even with all the small 
mistakes (and the museum guide’s rather dull information about what the stars were made of, 
chemically speaking) the spectacle was breath-taking. 


Crowley was moved by it all. He couldn’t quite believe that this was real, that after all these years 
of not only having his stars and his claim to them being taken away from him, but also being 
mocked for them by various past Masters, he was finally able to see them again, to experience 
them once more. 


He had feared that seeing a computer-generated image of them would only increase his yearning 
for them, but to his great pleasure, the opposite was he case — it quenched his thirst for his stars a 
little, it made the longing lessen. 


Crowley leaned back in his seat just seconds before it started moving, and despite Aziraphale’s 
previous warning, the sudden movement alarmed him. Aziraphale, who had relaxed entirely next to 
him, squeezed his hand a little tighter, letting Crowley hold on and providing reassurance. The 
spinning gave them a chance to take in the room in its entirety, and though Crowley really 
shouldn’t be surprised by the stars’ beauty, seeing as he had created them, seeing them all around 
him once more as if he were still in space, admiring his creations and their beauty, brought tears to 
his eyes. 


He felt overwhelmed all of a sudden, in a way he had never experienced before. It wasn’t the usual 
oppressive feeling of fear or anxiety, nor was it nervous anticipation. No, this felt lighter somehow, 
better. It was still overwhelming, still made Crowley feel off-kilter and out of-breath, but this time, 
not in a negative way. It was as if seeing his stars again, even though they weren’t real, had 
loosened something in his chest, leaving him jittery and happy. He took a deep breath, trying to get 
his emotions back under control and was eternally grateful when he felt Aziraphale squeeze his 
hand gently, a reminder that he wasn’t alone anymore. 


Trying to calm down a little — because even though it was positive emotions Crowley was 
experiencing, it was still a lot for him — he leaned back a little more and just focussed on the stars 
he could see all around him, and not his thoughts or feelings. Those weren’t important right now. 
What mattered was that he had the chance to see what he had been missing for centuries, and he 
would make sure that he made the most of it. 


With that thought in mind, Crowley relaxed fully, still holding on to Aziraphale’s hand as if it were 
a lifeline, and let the colours, the planets, galaxies, and stars wash and swirl around him, his 
greatest creations finally his again, here to be admired and marvelled at. 


The show didn’t take long, it never did. Aziraphale had seen it before, many times, and usually, no 
matter how many times he had already seen it, he would still find himself enraptured by the tour 
through the universe. Today, though, something - or rather someone — else had his full attention. 


Crowley was quite clearly spellbound by what was happening around him, his eyes tracking 
everything, though his body was relaxed. He was still holding Aziraphale’s hand, and that made 
something warm and slightly possessive spread through the angel. He liked holding the demon’s 
hand, liked the implications that were behind that simple act — that Crowley trusted him and that he 
felt comfortable around him, enough so to now touch him freely, carelessly, without fear of being 
hurt. 


That knowledge, coupled with the look of utter enjoyment and happiness on Crowley’s face, made 
Aziraphale want to hug the demon close, take him into his arms and never let again. 


Instead, he let his gaze wander from Crowley’s face to the stars around him, lest it became obvious 
that he definitely wasn’t watching the show anymore. 


Slowly, the chairs stopped moving, as did the projected stars and galaxies around them, signalling 
the end of the show. One by one, the stars darkened, the small lights going out, making room for 
the bigger ones, illuminating the room and tearing the audience from their mute wonder, to return 
to cheering and conversations once more. 


Aziraphale saw Crowley watch the last star for a long moment before it went out, too. The demon 
stared at the spot where the light had been for another moment before he blinked slowly, looking 
as if he were only now coming back from somewhere far, far away. Hastily, he slipped his 
sunglasses back on, having removed them when the lights had gone out, and then let out a small 
breath and looked over at Aziraphale. 


“That was,” he said, his voice overcome with emotions in a way Aziraphale had never heard 
before, “that was beautiful. Thank you, angel. Thank you so, so much.” 


The feeling in Crowley’s voice was tangible. Aziraphale smiled at him, squeezing his hand once 
more. 


“Absolutely no problem, my dear. I enjoyed it as well, and I am really glad that you liked it. It 
wasn’t too inaccurate, was it? I have to admit, I don’t know much about the stars, so I have always 
mostly trusted what I’ve been told here, but now that I’ve got an expert at hand, why not make use 
of him?” 


He shot Crowley a quick smile, half worried that he had gone too far in his light teasing, but the 
demon simply smiled back, shaking his head. 


“T don’t know, angel. I don’t know much about what the stars are composed of, those were all 
things the humans must have discovered or come up with. I mostly only know about their beauty 
and positions, and those were mostly correct. A few stars were a bit off, but it was beautiful, 
nonetheless. Thank you so much, Aziraphale.” Cowley’s voice got a bit shaky, overcome with 
emotions again, “This means much to me. I haven’t seen my stars for so long, and this was... it 
was beautiful. So, thank you.” 


“It was my pleasure,” Aziraphale said gently, his other hand now also coming up to take the 
demon’s, “it really was. ’m glad I could give something like that to you, my dear boy.” He took a 
breath to say more, to voice any of the many, sappy thoughts swirling in his head, when a voice 


interrupted them. 


“Ah, Sirs? I’m afraid we will have to kick you out, we need the dome empty for maintenance. I 
hope you enjoyed the show.” 


Aziraphale turned, automatically letting go of Crowley’s hands. Behind him there was a young 
man dressed in the planetarium staff’s work clothes, looking somewhere between bored and 
embarrassed. Why, Aziraphale didn’t know; it was an odd mixture of emotions. 


“Oh, of course,” he said, finally getting out of his seat. Crowley did the same next to him. “I must 
apologise, I hadn’t realised. It was a beautiful show, thank you.” 


With a friendly nod at the young man, the angel walked past him, Crowley following. Outside of 
the dome, there now were more people than had been there when the Hidden Stars show had 
begun, and Aziraphale felt Crowley tense next to him as he took in just how many visitors there 
were. 


“Would you like to go, my dear boy? I think we’ ve seen everything there really is to see unless I 
can still interest you in some Yoga.” 


Aziraphale rarely joked around like that, and he was sure that his attempt right now was rusty at 
best, but luckily, it brought a smile to the demon’s face, his posture losing a bit of its stiffness. 


“No, thank you, angel,” he said once more, stuffing his hands in his pockets, “I’d really rather 
not.” 


Aziraphale accepted that with another quick smile, and together they made their way to the exit, 
Aziraphale quickly making sure with the help of a small miracle that no one would walk too close 
to them, upon seeing Crowley’s discomfort. 


But even though the demon was carrying himself a little tensely, Aziraphale noticed that he was 
still much more relaxed than he had been probably since Aziraphale had gotten to know him. It 
hadn’t all happened today, not by a long shot, but looking back, Aziraphale also couldn’t pin-point 
when it had begun, when Crowley had started loosening up a little, when the hint of fear that used 
to always be in bis expression had vanished. 


Over the past couple weeks - months, maybe - Crowley had relaxed around Aziraphale, so slowly 
and gradually that even Aziraphale himself hadn’t noticed the full extent of it. It had only become 
fully apparent now, with Crowley daring to joke around with him, daring to go outside, be around 
people for prolonged periods of time. He was becoming a little less frightened, a little less 
subservient day after day, and now that Aziraphale had noticed it, he couldn’t miss it again. 


It was in the way Crowley carried himself, too, the way he had his hands stuffed in his pockets but 
his posture was at least a little relaxed, the way he was walking next to Aziraphale now, instead of 
a half-pace behind him Maybe it had something to do with the demon getting to see his stars again, 
Aziraphale mused as they walked down the streets, maybe seeing something he had created, 
something he had had power over, helped Crowley a bit. Whatever it was, Aziraphale wouldn’t 
question it. He would simply hold on tight, waiting to see in how many other ways Crowley would 
slowly but surely, beautifully, finally grow into himself again. 


Chapter 19 
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Their walk home was quiet and peaceful, and Crowley found himself enjoying the silence, his 
mind repeating over and over again what he had seen in the planetarium. It had been breath-taking 
— from his stars to the exhibition on space travel, everything had filled him with wonder and so 
much more emotion than he had thought he could ever feel again. Especially his stars. Seeing them 
again had been a wonderful experience, but it had also set free an emotional turmoil that Crowley 
wasn’t quite sure how to deal with. 


It felt as if something had shattered in his chest, as if a cage had been broken, or a safe had been 
cracked and now whatever had been hidden inside, out of Crowley’s reach, was rushing back to 
him, overwhelming him with the sheer intensity of emotions he was feeling. 


There was joy, a lot of it, fascination, and a deep sense of gratitude towards Aziraphale, but also 
pain, anger, and sorrow. None of those last three were directed at the angel walking next to him, 
Crowley knew that, but he was still trying to figure out whom those negative emotions were 
directed at. It wasn’t himself either, Crowley knew what self-hatred felt like. But the only other 
options — and the one that felt the most correct, if Crowley was being honest — were his previous 
Masters, and that couldn’t be right. Crowley knew that he wasn’t allowed to despise his Masters, to 
feel like they had done him injustice, because.... Because... 


Crowley clenched his teeth, trying to shake off the doubt that was slowly creeping in. It just wasn’t 
done, hating a Master, not even a previous one. It would only result in punishment and pain, and it 
just wasn’t done. 


A slight tingling sensation pulled Crowley out of his thoughts, and he looked down at his feet, 
where the feeling had started. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but as he continued walking, it spread, 

becoming more intense, and Crowley knew that if he walked much longer in the direction they 
were heading in right now, the uncomfortableness could quickly tun into pain. 


He turned to Aziraphale, mouth already open to say something, when he saw the look on the 
angel’s face. Aziraphale usually seemed like he was glowing from the inside, and Crowley had 
gotten used to that somewhat ridiculous thought a while ago, not paying much attention to it 
anymore. But it wasn’t the angel’s usual happiness and joy that seemed to light him up from within 
now, but something different. Something stronger. 


He was practically radiating warmth, though not in a physical sense, and Crowley felt the sudden 
urge to squint when he looked at Aziraphale, even though he was wearing sunglasses and by all 
means, nothing had changed about the angel’s appearance. So, what on Earth... 


Crowley made the connection as he took his next step, wincing when his foot touched the ground 
again, a familiar pain shooting through him. Sacred ground. They were getting closer to sacred 
ground, a church, presumably, and that was what had triggered those two very different reactions 
in him and Aziraphale. Crowley was in pain because his whole body knew that he was not 
supposed to be anywhere near such consecration, and Aziraphale seemed to be glowing from 
within because he, as an angel, was very much supposed to be there. 


“Ah,” Crowley said hesitantly, having stopped walking, “Aziraphale...” 
The angel turned to face him, a smile on his face. 
“Yes, my dear? Are you alright?” 


Crowley nodded, one hand coming up to push his har out of his face, unsure on how to tell the 
angel what the problem was. It felt presumptuous, asking him to take another route, but the demon 
was not sure for how long he could continue walking towards he church before his discomfort 
became obvious not only to Aziraphale but also to the few humans walking past them. 


Luckily, Crowley didn’t need to think of a suitable and respectful way to explain himself to the 
angel because realisation crossed over Aziraphale’s face, quickly replaced by shock and worry. 


“Oh, my dear!”, he said, hurrying a few steps back to where Crowley was standing and then a little 
further back still, taking Crowley’s arm in the process and dragging him with him. “I am so sorry! I 
didn’t even think... I am so, so sorry, my dear, are you terribly hurt?” 


Crowley shook his head, too confused by what had just happened to really answer. Aziraphale let 
go of his arm but placed his hand on the demon’s shoulder instead, looking at him worriedly. 


“Are you sure you are alright? I really am sorry, my dear boy.” 


Crowley nodded this time, trying to look as convincing as possible. The pain had faded, leaving 
only a slightly uncomfortable tingling sensation behind, which Crowley could easily ignore. 


Aziraphale still looked guilty. “I am so sorry, my dear boy, I entirely forgot to tell you! I wanted to 
go to church to pray for a few minutes, and one of my preferred ones is in walking distance from 
the planetarium. I absolutely forgot that that wouldn’t ... work out, with you and sacred ground. I 
am really sorry, Crowley, I should have warned you.” 


Crowley hated the miserable, guilty look on Aziraphale’s face with a surprising passion. The angel 
shouldn’t have to feel bad. After all, he hadn’t done it on purpose, had he? 


“It’s fine,” Crowley said, managing what was hopefully a reassuring smile, and leaned into 
Aziraphale’s hand a little more. “You didn’t do it on purpose, and I’m sorry for making you 
wolry.” 


Aziraphale shook his head with a small, still slightly guilty laugh and removed his hand from 
Crowley’s arm, putting a little more space in between them. Instantly, Crowley missed he contact, 
though he clenched his teeth in order not to say anything. 


“Ah,” he started, rather intelligently, trying to shake the unfamiliar longing away, “would it be 
alright if I waited here while you prayed?” 


“Of course! It should only take a few minutes; I will try to be quick. I’m sorry for making you 
wait, I entirely forgot you couldn’t go close to a church. Are you hurt?” 


This time, a genuine small smile made its way onto Crowley’s face at the angel’s fussing. 


“No. I don’t mind waiting, and you don’t have to hurry just because of me, angel. I'll just wait, 
please take your time.” 


Crowley had to bite back a somewhat meek ‘if you want to’ because even though he knew that 
Aziraphale didn’t mind Crowley talking to him as if he were almost an equal, his words had 
sounded a little too much like an order for his own comfort. But Aziraphale merely smiled in 
response, nodding. 


“Thank you, my dear. Please go as far away from here as you need to in order for you to not hurt 
anymore, yes? I'll find you when I come back, and I promise [Il try and make it quick. If you need 
anything, Ill come right back to you.” 


Crowley nodded, watching as Aziraphale took his hand once more, squeezing it quickly, 
reassuringly, before he turned and walked towards the church again, throwing one last look at 
Crowley behind him. 


The demon watched as Aziraphale walked down the street towards the church at its end, the mere 
sight of the building causing Crowley to take a step back. It wasn’t that he couldn’t come close to a 
church, he could even go inside, but the closer he got, the more uncomfortable and painful it would 
be for him. He was glad that Aziraphale hadn’t minded him keeping his distance. 


Crowley walked a few meters in the direction they had come from, the tingling in his legs slowly 
lessening until it stopped completely, and sat down on a bench near the sidewalk. 


He took a deep breath and tried to relax into a somewhat natural sitting position, thankful that 
relatively few people were around. He hadn’t quite realised earlier when he had told Aziraphale to 
go to church that it would mean he would end up being alone outside, trying to play human all on 
his own. He doubted Aziraphale had realised, either, or the angel likely wouldn’t have left him 
alone. 


It didn’t matter, Crowley tried to convince himself, pushing down his nerves and the slight fear 
that had started to creep in. Aziraphale would return soon and all he had to do right now was sit on 
a bench and look moderately human. How difficult could that be? 


Apparently a little difficult, because every time someone walked past him, Crowley felt his heart 
speed up. He doubted that the passers-by noticed, but Crowley did, and that was enough to make 
him feel even more uncomfortable. 


It shouldn’t be so hard, should it? Aziraphale also managed, after all, he was often around humans 
in public and in his shop. And if he managed to not raise any suspicion, Crowley should, too. 


The demon forced himself to stay calm and even out his breathing as well as he could when the 
next person walked by, not even sparing him a glance, and heaved a little sigh of relief when they 
had gone past him. Maybe with time, this would get better, Crowley mused. Maybe one day, he 
wouldn’t automatically feel fear and anxiety coursing through him whenever someone who wasn’t 
Aziraphale walked past him or paid him any attention. 


For a few minutes, the street was relatively quiet, and Crowley had just begun relaxing a little, his 
mind wandering to the planetarium again when he heard quick steps running in his direction, 
accompanied by breathless shouts of “Dog, wait! Dog!” 


Looking up, Crowley saw a small dog sprint towards him, his tail wagging and his tongue hanging 


out of his mouth. Behind him a boy was running, holding a leash in one hand with his other waving 
desperately. 


The dog made a beeline towards Crowley, stopping in front of the bench and sitting down, looking 
up at him, a sudden picture of perfect calmness. The demon couldn’t do much but stare back, 
scooting a little further away on his bench. By now the boy had caught up to them, panting a little 
as he, too, came to a halt in front of Crowley. 


“Bad dog,” he chided, clipping the leash on the dog’s collar, “what did I tell you about running 
away?” 


The dog didn’t seem bothered, merely continued wagging his tail and barked once, still looking up 
at Crowley. The boy straightened from where he had been crouching next to his dog, giving 
Crowley, who was still sitting on his bench as if he had been frozen, a surprised look. 


“He normally doesn’t like people,” the boy explained, petting his dog once, “but he seems to like 


” 


you. 


The dog indeed did, if the way he jumped up to Crowley, placing his paws on the demon’s knees 
with his tail still wagging merrily, was any indicator. 


“Dog!”, the boy said, a little sharper now, but Crowley quickly shook his head, looking up at him. 


“It’s fine,” he said, eternally grateful that his voice came out normally and not shaky or meek, “T 
don’t mind him.” 


The boy shrugged, walking around his dog and sitting down next to Crowley, the leash now only 
loosely in his hand. Crowley had the distinct feeling that that had been the reason why he had lost 
hold of it in the first place. 


“He normally only chases butterflies and avoids people,” the boy said, smiling at Crowley as if 
they had known each other forever “You must be special. You can pet him, if you want.” 


Crowley reacted to that with a small smile and hesitantly bent forwards, stroking his hand over the 
dog’s fur gently. The animal pressed a bit closer, his tail still wagging quickly. 


*What’s his name?”’, Crowley found himself asking, taken aback by his own boldness. This was a 
stranger, after all, a human! Never mind that he was just a child and had one of the most adorable 
dogs Crowley had ever seen. 


“Dog,” the boy said, and Crowley got the impression that he was just barely refraining from adding 
an obviously. “And ’m Adam.” 


“Crowley,” Crowley said. 
Adam grinned. “Cool name! I can see why Dog likes you.” 


As if on cue, Dog leapt up a bit, pushing his head in Crowley’s hand, wanting to be petted. 
Crowley allowed himself a small, hidden smile and brought his hand up to gently stroke over Dog 
“s head once more. 


His fur was soft, and Dog turned his head, licking Crowley’s palm. Crowley’s smile grew, and 
next to him, Adam leaned closer, his hand stroking over Dog’s back. 


“Weird he likes you,” the boy said, looking up at Crowley, “he really doesn’t like people normally. 


But he’s got a good feeling for that, for people. Guess you know that Crowley here is good, huh? 
Yeah, I guess you know. Smart Dog.” 


The last few words were being said to the dog and Crowley was glad that Adam wasn’t looking at 
him, because he wasn’t quite sure what his expression currently looked like. Adam had mentioned 
that a lot by now, Dog normally not trusting people, but if that was the case, Crowley couldn’t 
figure out why he would trust him of all people. Or creatures, more likely, since the demon wasn’t 
quite sure he really counted as a person. 


“He’s...” Crowley started, looking for the right words, “cute. Soft fur. Have you had him for 
long?” 


He was surprised by himself, asking question all on his own, being able to make small talk so 
easily, with a human, a stranger, of all people. Maybe it helped that Adam was still a kid, or that 
Dog was around, a surprisingly calming presence. 


“Actually, ve only had him for a few months, but it feels like forever. We’ve become best friends 
already. Well, apart from Pepper, Wensleydale and Brian, who are my other best friends.” 


Crowley nodded at that, still petting Dog. He hadn’t stopped wagging his tail, and Crowley felt 
another smile slowly spread over his face. Dog’s fur felt very nice, and Adam’s words were 
replaying over and over again in his head. It felt good, to be trusted; even — or maybe especially — 
by an animal. Weren’t animals supposed to be good at recognising danger? 


Dog hadn’t hesitated when he had come to Crowley, hadn’t growled or seemed aggressive or 
hostile, but rather like a friendly ball of fur and paws. And Adam hadn’t either, he had not sneered 
at Crowley or looked down at him because maybe he could sense that something was... off about 
him. No, he had readily sat down next to him, and had freely started talking to him. It felt nice, 
Crowley thought, to be trusted in such a way. To be liked like this. 


Apparently, he had been quiet for a bit longer than Adam could stand, because the boy shifted next 
to him, tucking his legs under himself. 


“Are you from here?’”, he asked, throwing a quick, curious glance at him, “And what were you 
doing here all alone?” 


Crowley gave a quick shrug, something he hadn’t done this easily, this nonchalantly, for a long 
time. He felt surprisingly comfortable in Adam’s and Dog’s presence but couldn’t quite figure out 
why. Maybe because Adam quite clearly wasn’t a threat, even though he was human, and Dog also 
seemed to be rather nice and enthusiastic about meeting him. 


“T’m waiting for... someone,” Crowley said, answering Adam’s question, “He’s gone to the church 
over there, to pray.” 


He pointed down the road and Adam leaned forward a bit, looking at the church in the distance 
with a little frown. 


“I’m not religious,” he said, sounding bored by the mere idea, “and I think praying is boring. Why 
should you waste time on that?” 


Crowley was startled by that reply, a sense of unease suddenly spreading through him. Adam had 
spoken with such conviction, such ease, as if what he was saying wasn’t blasphemy. As if it was 
not forbidden, was not going to get him hurt. 


And it wasn’t, Crowley realised after a long, fearfully expectant moment. Adam wasn’t going to be 


punished for what he had just said. There were no angels around to hear, and even if there had 
been, he doubted that they would have cared about a kid’s words that much. Adam had no Masters, 
no one who even could punish him. And besides, he wouldn’t let them, Crowley realised with a 
start. If anyone even so much as tried to lay hand on Adam, he would give his best to defend him. 
The boy didn’t deserve being hurt over his beliefs. 


“Are you religious?” 


Adam sounded curious, almost a bit accusing, as if what he thought of Crowley so far would be 
greatly influenced by his answer. Crowley hummed, giving something halfway between a shrug 
and a headshake. 


“Not in the way most people are. Not in the way Aziraphale is, at the very least.” 
Adam frowned. “Aziraphale? That’s a weird name.” 


Crowley couldn’t help but smile at that. “It’s a very normal one where he comes from, actually. I 
think it suits him.” 


Adam shrugged at that. “Is he nice?” 
Crowley didn’t even have to think about his answer. 


“Yes, he’s very nice. One of the kindest people I’ ve ever met. He... did a lot for me. Helped me, in 
a lot of ways.” 


That was met with a confused stare. Adam shifted on the bench, leaning down to pet Dog, all the 
while still looking at Crowley with a small frown. 


“What would you need help with? You’re an adult, and you don’t seem to need any help.” 


Crowley almost smiled at that, though he stopped himself in the last moment, sure that the smile 
wouldn’t have been a happy one. 


“T needed help with a lot of things,” he said quietly, “I still do, sometimes. Often, even. Aziraphale 
is kind to me, in a way very few people have been in the last... few years.” 


Before Adam could respond to that, Dog leapt up, once more putting his paws on Crowley’s knees. 
He laid his head on one of his paws, looking up at Crowley with large, friendly eyes. The demon 
stroked Dog’s head a bit more, enjoying the feeling of soft fur under his hand. He couldn’t 
remember when he had last been that close to an animal, never mind one that trusted him enough 
to want to be petted by him. 


Next to Crowley, Adam shook his head, looking a bit confused. 


“T’ve never seen Dog so affectionate. He doesn’t even really like my parents, even though they 
allowed him to stay with us. He only likes me and my friends. And you, now.” 


He sounded a bit puzzled and almost... jealous, if Crowley was identifying the emotion correctly. 
He withdrew his hand from Dg’s soft fur immediately, not wanting to possibly risk upsetting 
Adam. Dog, who seemed to realise that Crowley would not continue petting him anytime soon, 
moved onto Adam, who smiled broadly. 


“Good Dog, good boy.” 


For a few more minutes, they sat in comfortable silence on the bench, Crowley relaxing a little 
more with every passing second. Adam’s easy presence, along with Dog’s, was comfortable and 
did not feel as restricting as being around humans normally did. He wouldn’t mind spending some 
more time here with them. Crowley thought, looking at the church in the distance, though he was 
also simultaneously wishing for Aziraphale to come back. 


The angel would love Adam and Dog, and with him here, Crowley was much less likely to 
accidentally say something that would sound weird to human ears. Aziraphale had much more 
practice with that, after all. 


Dog, however, seemed to have different plans. He began whining a bit, pushing himself off of 
Adam’s lap. The boy had just enough time to grab Dog’s leash before he could run away again. 
Crowley watched the spectacle with the barest hint of a smile on his lips, and Adam, still 
struggling a little to keep Dog under control, threw a quick look at his watch. 


“Oh, damn it! I really need to leave, Dad will be already be waiting for me! We have to drive back 
home again.” 


Crowley nodded, standing up as Adam took a few more steps away from the bench, Dog constantly 
tugging at his leash. ’It was nice getting to know you!” the boy said, already turning around to 
leave, “If you ever want to visit me, I live in Tadfield! Say hi to your friend from me!” 


And with that, he started running, laughing as he let Dog run as well, the animal quickly catching 
up to him. 


Crowley watched with a smile — a bigger one this time — as they ran down the street, vanishing 
behind the corner. 


He was still smiling when he sat down again. He felt happy, almost as happy as he had back in the 
planetarium, and it was a good feeling, one that spread through his body gently and left him feeling 
lightweight and somewhat carefree. 


He couldn’t wait for Aziraphale to come back, he realised. He wanted to tell him about Adam and 
his dog, who had inexplicably liked him, trusted him. Aziraphale would be happy, too, Crowley 
imagined, and maybe, one day, he’d meet Adam and Dog again. Perhaps they could meet the 
angel, too. 


As soon as he stepped out of the church, Aziraphale felt as if he could breathe freely again. His 
posture, which had been rigid, relaxed a little and he took one deliberate, deep breath. 


Praying had never felt this... wrong before. It was rare for Aziraphale to specifically go to a church 
just to pray, but this time it had seemed like the right thing to do. Usually, praying brought him 
relief, made him feel to connected to Heaven, God, and the other angels for a few precious 
moments, gave him the ability to just talk, get his worries off his chest. 


This time, however, it had been nothing like that. Aziraphale was used to not getting a response of 
any kind and he had never heard of another angel getting one, either, and maybe that was what had 
led to him praying the way he had - if one could even call it that. 


It had been more of a monologue, really, and accusatory at that. It had been terrible, Aziraphale 
could see that clearly now looking back on it, but it had felt right in the moment. Relieving. 


He had started with a perfectly innocent goal in mind — to just talk about the situation he had found 


himself in, maybe ask the Almighty a few questions about Crowley. He had had a few things he 
had wanted to ‘discuss’ — though at the most, it would be a discussion solely with himself — and he 
had wanted to be civil, respectful as he always was. 


All those plans had flown out of the window as soon as he had actually started to pray. At first 
there still had been the remnants of the careful structure Aziraphale had come up with for his 
prayer (he liked to follow certain self-imposed rules, certain wordings that he could always fall 
back on), but even that had broken down quickly. 


In the end, what had happened was only thinly veiled accusations, desperate questions, and honest 
pain and confusion. 


It had only been then, in the empty church, the cold stone floor beneath Aziraphale’s knees as he 
prayed, that he had truly let himself feel for probably the first time since Crowley had come to him. 
All the anger, the despair, the horror and sadness at what Crowley had gone through for the past 
millennia had erupted out of him. It had led to him being rather harsh, and even though Aziraphale 
knew that he should feel bad for how he had spoken to the Almighty, he didn’t. 


Because now, standing in the street again, the church’s dusty, cool air no longer surrounding him, 
all he felt was relief. Praying the way he had had been cathartic and for now, Aziraphale could not 
yet feel remorse for the way he had spoken to Her. 


He made his way back to Crowley quickly. He knew that sometimes, he lost track of time when he 
prayed, and he hoped that the hadn’t let the demon wait for too long. He did not want him to feel 
abandoned, or possibly cornered and afraid in the unlikely case a human had approached him while 
he had been waiting. 


Crowley was sitting on one of the benches the furthest away from the church and Aziraphale 
scolded himself again for so foolishly forgetting that being close to sacred ground would cause the 
demon pain. He hadn’t even thought about that, too focussed on getting to church and finally 
saying everything that had been weighing on his mind that he had entirely forgotten it would harm 
Crowley. Just what did that say about him? 


Aziraphale quickly schooled his face into a more neutral expression as he approached Crowley, not 
wanting the demon to see the guilt on his face. To his relief, Crowley did not seem afraid or 
worried but rather... happy. Genuinely, honestly happy. 


Curiosity welled up in Aziraphale and he walked a bit quicker, eager to find out what had his 
demon in such a good mood. 


Crowley got up as he saw him approaching, offering Aziraphale a small smile. 


“T hope I haven’t left you waiting for too long,” Aziraphale said, smiling apologetically, “I’m sorry 
if it took a bit longer. I had to sort out some... feelings, and that took up more time than expected.” 


“T didn’t mind,” Crowley responded, matching his speed to Aziraphale’s as they started walking 
back to the bookshop, away from the church “It wasn’t long. And I had company.” 


Aziraphale looked at Crowley, surprised but pleased. 


“Oh, really? Was it that lovely elderly lady? I meet her sometimes when I come here, she always 
takes a minute to chat a bit with me.” 


Crowley shook his head, now looking at his feet instead of Aziraphale. 


“No, I didn’t see a lady. It was a boy and his dog. The dog had run off and ran directly to me.” 
“Oh, really?” 


Aziraphale couldn’t remember ever having seen a boy and his dog around here, but maybe they 
had just been visiting, not actually long-term residents in the area. 


“Well, did you talk? And how did the dog react to you? Did he notice anything... off about you? Is 
that something that happens — can animals sense demons?” 


Aziraphale couldn’t help but be curious. He had never really thought about that in particular but 
over time, there had been a few things he had wondered about when it came to demons, and since 
he now had one that could potentially answer his questions, why not ask? 


Crowley, however, shook his head, leaving Aziraphale a little disappointed. 


“Not that I noticed, angel, no. But the boy did say that it was unusual that Dog liked me since 
normally, he doesn’t usually like people.” 


If Aziraphale wasn’t sorely mistaken, there was a hint of pride in Crowley’s voice - just a sliver, 
but to him it was obvious. It wasn’t an emotion Aziraphale had ever heard from Crowley, and it 
made him feel warm and proud as well. Crowley truly had come a long way. 


“That’s great to hear, my dear! Maybe you’ ve got a special connection to animals, I’ve heard some 
humans have that, at the least. Maybe the dog somehow felt that you were a snake once? Maybe he 
felt that you were — or pretended to be - an animal once?” 


Crowley looked surprised for a moment, clearly not having considered this possibility. 


“Maybe,” he agreed, “Adam said Dog was a good judge of character. Maybe he did feel that I 
wasn’t entirely human, but not in a negative way?” 


Aziraphale hummed, stuffing his hands into his pockets so he didn’t try something stupid, like 
taking Crowley’s hand again. He had no excuse here, no pretence of excitement or giving Crowley 
something to hold on to, and it felt presuming to take the demon’s hand just because he wanted to. 
He did not want Crowley to feel cornered or uncomfortable, did not want to possibly risk 
destroying his good mood. 


Logically Aziraphale knew full well that he was overthinking this, but still, he kept his hands 
firmly in his pockets. It didn’t matter that he and Crowley had already worked up to hugs and 
somewhat frequent touches — he was still worried that one day, his touch would become too much 
for the demon, or that he’d feel pressured in any way. 


“Well, then you have your answer,” Aziraphale said with a small smile, “if the dog is a good judge 
of character it is clear why he liked you, Crowley. You’re a good person. Good demon, I suppose.” 


Crowley looked surprised at that, as if he honestly had not considered that possibility, either. It 
made Aziraphale want to take his hand even more, made him want to hug Crowley and not let him 


go. 


“He gave me his address,” Crowley blurted, and Aziraphale once more felt surprised at how open 
he was being, how trusting. “He lives in Tadfield, said I could come visit him, if I ever wanted to. 
You too, angel, if you’d like?” 


“Ah,” said Aziraphale, caught a bit off guard, “you told him about me? And he gave you his 


address? It’s lovely that he trusts you so much, Crowley, and obviously I know you’d never harm 
him, but he really has to be more careful. How old was he? His parents should have taught him not 
to trust strangers.” 


Aziraphale was almost too caught up in his worry about this too-trusting boy’s safety to notice how 
Crowley’s face fell. The demon looked hurt for a quick second before his expression smoothed out 
again. Aziraphale cursed himself softly, pained at how sad and hurt Crowley looked. 


“That’s not what I meant! I didn’t mean that you’d be dangerous, my dear, I know you’d never 
harm him. It’s just that a lot of other people are not as kind as you are and that sadly there are some 
who would have tried to take advantage of such a situation. I did not mean to imply that he was 
wrong for trusting you, not at all. You are trustworthy, my dear, and kind. Adam was lucky to run 
into you.” 


Crowley smiled a little at that, nodding slightly. He seemed relieved by this. Aziraphale did not 
know how much Crowley actually knew about humans but he guessed that of anyone, Crowley 
would be one to know that seemingly harmless people could be dangerous sometimes. 


They walked on in silence for a few minutes, both lost in thought. Aziraphale was happy that 
Crowley had found a friend of sorts, and he was sure that at any other time he would have been 
downright ecstatic, but he could still not shake the heavy feeling that had overcome him when he 
had prayed. 


He had started to feel a little guilty, now. How he had talked to Her, to anyone who might have 
been listening, had been entirely improper. Still, he could not bring himself to regret it entirely. 
Everything he had said had been reasonable to a certain extent, if not entirely politely worded. He 
would not go back on his words, though. He meant what he had said. 


Next to him, Crowley spoke up, startling Aziraphale a little as his thinking was suddenly 
interrupted. 


“Angel? I was wondering if we could... practice my magic at home again, if you’d allow me. If 
not, that’s fine, of course, but if you’d let me, I’d like to try again.” 


Aziraphale smiled easily, trying to ignore the small flutter of happiness he had felt when Crowley 
called the bookshop ‘home’. 


“Of course, my dear. Did you have anything specific in mind or should we try to come up with 
something together?” 


Crowley shook his head, pressing a little closer to Aziraphale as a man approached on their side of 
the sidewalk, walking past them. 


“Nothing special,” the demon said, a bit more quietly now that they were surrounded by more 
people again, having come significantly closer to the bookshop “whatever you'd like would be 
fine, angel.” 


Aziraphale frowned a little at that but chose not to comment on it. He already had a vague idea of 
what he wanted to do, an idea that had been around for a few days now. It might help Crowley 
realise that even miracles that... interfered with him or led to change were not always bad. And his 
idea would also allow the demon to cook again sometime, if he so wanted to. Aziraphale had the 
suspicion that he would indeed like to, as Crowley had enjoyed cooking a lot so far. 


“Aright then, my dear,” Aziraphale said pleasantly, “I am sure I can come up with something 


suitable. And if you want to, I have a surprise for you afterwards.” 


Crowley shot him a curious look but Aziraphale only smiled at him, broad and loving. The idea 

had come to him just before he had started praying, sparked by what they had talked about at the 
planetarium. He had felt foolish for not thinking about it sooner, but at least he had thought of it 
now. That would have to be enough. 


Even though Aziraphale wanted to tell Crowley now what he was planning, wanted to see the 
demon smile as soon as possible, he bit his tongue. Crowley would find out soon enough and the 
angel was confident that he would enjoy what he had planned. 


With that thought in mind, Aziraphale firmly put any anger or shame that was still lingering from 
his prayers away, along with the feeling of being watched that had started to creep in slowly while 
they had been walking home. He would not feel guilty now, not when he had nothing to be 
ashamed of. And he would certainly not begin to be paranoid today. 


Chapter 20 
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The steps echoed loudly in the cold, white room. The person was walking with intention, crossing 
the room in firm, slightly hurried strides. 


At the far end of the room, two heads turned to watch the newcomer, frowning when they saw 
what he was holding. It was a single sheet of thick, obviously expensive paper, now slightly 
crumpled, as the hand holding it was clenched tightly around it. 


“What is the matter?” 
Sandalphon’s voice cut sharply through the room, making the angel holding the sheet look up. 


“Tt’s the contract,” Gabriel explained, brows furrowing. “There seems to be something wrong with 
it.” 


He walked up to Michael and Sandalphon, coming to a halt just shortly in front of them and 
shaking the piece of paper in the vague direction of the other two angel’s faces, looking at it as if 
he wanted it to be a different thing altogether. 


“And what exactly is wrong with it?” Michael asked in a slightly bored voice, not even looking up 
from where she was inspecting her nails. 


“Tt says things it is not supposed to,” Gabriel answered, “right here, for example: ’Crowley can 
make friends with whoever he wants.’ ‘Crowley is allowed to own things and care for them.’ 
‘Crowley has the right to express his wishes in any way he wants and will be taken seriously.’ 
‘Crowley can exercise his magic if he so chooses to.’ ‘Crowley can interact with humans and-‘” 


The sheet was suddenly yanked out of Gabriel’s hand by a now angry-looking Michael, her fagade 
of boredom shattered momentarily. 


“Where?” she hissed, scanning the page quickly. “What has that fool done?” 


“T told you we shouldn’t have given the demon to him, Gabriel,” Sandalphon said, still sounding as 
bored as always, “He’s gone and ruined the work of millennia. Messed our toy right up.” 


Gabriel shot a sharp look at the other angel. “Yes, thank you for your kind commentary, 
Sandalphon. Do you also have any ideas on what to do about this?” 


“Give him a few more days,” came Michael’s voice, eerily calm again and expression smooth. She 
was no longer scanning the contract, the paper now loosely dangling from her fingertips as if it 
disgusted her, “Maybe this is some sort of experiment Aziraphale is carrying out. I want to see 
what happens next. The human bits he’s added sound interesting — maybe Aziraphale wants to lend 
the demon out to some mortals, let them have their fun with him. Give it some time, let’s see what 


comes from this — it doesn’t sound too bad, yet. If it continues like this, we will step in.” 
Gabriel frowned, shaking his head at his colleague. 


“This has already been going on for some time now, Michael. The first addition Aziraphale made 
to this contract was months ago, see, right there: "Crowley may eat food at his own will, may sleep 
in a bed, may read or be read to, and may do whatever he pleases.’ Does that sound like an 
experiment to you? He is kind to the demon, Michael.” 


Michael merely raised one eyebrow, unphased. 


“There is a thing called finesse, Gabriel, of which you would greatly benefit. Maybe Aziraphale is 
simply enjoying a long game on manipulation. Not all of us do things in the most obvious and 
brutish way possible. Maybe he has decided to be a bit more... cunning about this. Make the demon 
trust him first in order to thoroughly ruin him afterwards.” 


“Aziraphale?” Gabriel’s voice sounded unbelieving. You think Aziraphale is cunning?” 


“Maybe,” Sandalphon cut in. “After all, what other reasons could he have to write all those things 
down? I agree with Michael — let’s give them another few days - weeks, maybe - watch the 
contract. If it continues like this, we can pay them a visit, see how things are going down there.” 


Gabriel shook his head, taking the contract back from Michael. Stepping back, he ran a hand 
through his hair, obviously displeased. “If you say so. A few weeks, but not longer. This doesn’t sit 
right with me — I don’t want an angel like Aziraphale ruining all of my hard work.” 


Gabriel turned around at that, missing the look Sandalphon and Michael exchanged at his last 
words. He started walking back in the direction he had come from, ending the conversation 
abruptly. The wide, white expenses of Heaven stretched out before him, his steps loud in the empty 
room. 


“Another few weeks,” he called over his shoulder, “and then Ill check in, no matter what you think 
of it.” 


With that, Gabriel turned around fully, taking longer strides now, crossing he room just as quickly 
as he had earlier. Sighing, he shook his head, looking down at the contract once more, the paper 
smooth and crease-free again, despite the earlier mistreatment. Re-reading what Aziraphale had 
written, Gabriel scoffed, his expression full of disapproval. ’ Crowley has the right to express his 
wishes...’, Lord Almighty. 


Gabriel’s frown deepened, mouth pressed into one thin, unhappy line. 


“T always knew he was too soft.” 
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Aziraphale and Crowley had prepared a simple meal after they had come home — just some soup 
and bread, delicious and easy to make. Both were a bit quieter than usually, each deep in thought, 
though this time, Aziraphale’s were darker than Crowley’s. 


He was still thinking about his trip to church, though his thoughts inevitably always returned to the 
feeling of being watched as he had walked home with Crowley, the memory pushing to the 
forefront of his minds repeatedly. The feeling had disappeared now, thankfully, but it had still 
thrown Aziraphale. 


It wasn’t like him to be paranoid, usually, and he found it unsettled him more than he would have 
assumed. He could only think of very few people — or rather beings — who would watch him and 
Crowley, and those were people he desperately wanted nothing to do with, now even less than ever 
before. 


Aziraphale gave his best to push those thoughts away, at least for now. He wanted to concentrate 
on their miracle-training and on what would happen this evening. He had been excited ever since 
he had come up with his plan. Even though he still had a few hours left until he could begin, 
merely imagining what Crowley’s face would look like, how happy the demon would be when he 
saw what Aziraphale had planned, made him smile. 


After a few minutes of almost silent preparation, they took the food to the living room, settling in 
next to each other on the couch, like they often did. The silence stretched on even here, but it 
wasn’t uncomfortable, and finally, Aziraphale could relax a little, most of his worries and paranoia 
vanishing for the moment. 


He had noticed months ago that he was rarely as happy as when he spent time with Crowley, no 
matter what they were doing. The realisation had come slowly, only really settling in once Crowley 
had become more open, too, less afraid of Aziraphale. Aziraphale had never had someone like him, 
someone who didn’t look down on him like most other angles did, someone he could trust and 
really be himself around, which wasn’t possible around humans. 


Aziraphale knew that he loved Crowley like he loved all living beings. It was in his nature — he 
was an angel, a creature of light and love, it was part of his job to love others. But over time, the 
general, regular love that he felt towards everyone he met, had shifted a little when it came to the 
demon, ever so slowly, until he could not tell when the change had begun. His general, angelic 
love wasn’t really applicable to Crowley anymore. By now, it had turned into something far more 
human, something novel and breath-taking which he still did not quite understand. He had no 
comparison for that feeling, nor the words to express it. 


Oh, well. It would come over time, Aziraphale supposed, with the hours, days and weeks passing 
by, this strange, glorious feeling would reveal itself, and whatever it was, he was sure they would 
figure out how to deal with it. 


“So,” he said, forcing himself to focus on the task at hand, “would you like to start with the 
miracles now? And, if so, do you have anything specific you’d like to try, or should I come up with 
something?” 


Crowley nodded, then shook his head, leaning forward a little. 


“Now is fine, and no, I don’t have any wishes. But maybe we could try again with a little less 
distance, like we did with the cards? It worked well last time, and I think... I think it might work 
even better today.” 


Crowley was smiling a little, though he did seem nervous. Aziraphale smiled back, reaching out to 
squeeze Crowley’s shoulder, hand working before is mind could. He half-expected Crowley to 
flinch back or stiffen, but the demon did the opposite — he leaned into the touch, and Aziraphale 
had to draw his hand back quickly to avoid doing something stupid like stroking Crowley’s face or 
hugging him and never letting go. 


“Alright,” he said instead, pointing at the food they had put on the coffee table, “I thought about 
what you told me when we first talked about miracles and why you couldn’t perform them 
anymore. You said that Beelzebub would use magic against you to hurt you, that they would use 
magic to introduce change that would harm you or change things you had done for the worse. I was 
thinking that we could continue working on you having more positive associations with magic, 
replace those with the negative or even neutral ones.” 


Crowley nodded, running a hand through his hair. It was getting longer, the red just touching his 
shoulders. It looked good on him and Aziraphale wanted to run his own hands through it, see if it 
was as soft as it looked. Instead, he cleared his throat, continuing his explanation. 


“Well, I was thinking that I could change a few things about the food, improve it, to create more 
positive associations with magical changes. And if you want to, you could also try your hand at a 
miracle, a small one, if you’d like. You don’t have to, of course, but I think it could help — you’ ve 
seen that I won’t use miracles to harm you, and if you want to, you can try performing a small one 


yourself to get used to them again?” 


It was a bold offer, Aziraphale knew that. Crowley still was slightly uneasy around magic, even 
though it had already improved a lot, and the chances that he wanted to try performing a miracle 
himself, were slim. But after today, Aziraphale couldn’t help but feel hopeful. Crowley had 
enjoyed their trip without being afraid of being around people, he had opened up significantly over 
the past few days, and he had even made friends with a boy and his dog. If Crowley needed a boost 
of confidence to try his hand at a miracle, surely today was it? 


And to Aziraphale’s great surprise, Crowley nodded and answered, voice only a little hesitant. 


“T would like to try. I thought about it today, and I think I’m ready to try something small. I want 
to. Just, if... If it doesn’t work, please don’t be disappointed.” 


“Of course not, my love,” Aziraphale hurried to reassure, “I couldn’t be disappointed by you. I’m 
proud you’ ve decided to try, though of course if you change your mind later, I’d also not be 
disappointed. It was just an idea.” 


Crowley smiled and nodded, scooting a little closer to Aziraphale, until he could lean against the 
angel. For a second, Aziraphale held his breath, half-expecting the demon to lean away again, but 
when Crowley didn’t and rather melted into the touch, he allowed himself to relax. Crowley had 
been initiating physical contact more often over the past few days, and Aziraphale would not lie 
and say he didn’t enjoy it, even if at times he himself was still a little hesitant to touch or hug 
Crowley first, afraid of accidentally scaring the demon. 


For a few precious minutes, they sat in silence, Aziraphale giving Crowley time to get used to the 
thought of performing a miracle, since he assumed that was why Crowley had needed the contact, 
the reassurance. He started planning his own miracle, and when Crowley moved away from him 
again, looking at Aziraphale expectantly, the angel was ready. 


“T’d like to start by changing a few things about our meal, to get you used to it, as I said. We didn’t 
put any salt into the soup, so I was thinking I’d start with that, and then I could cut the bread with a 
small miracle, if that is fine by you?” 


Crowley nodded, eyeing the food. 


“IT won’t overdo it with the salt,” Aziraphale assured him, half-joking, “I’ve done this a few times, 
to be honest — as I said, I’m not the greatest cook. Would you like to move away a bit or is this 
distance fine by you?” 


“Tt’s alright,” Crowley said, and Aziraphale was almost sure he was leaning closer still, “and even 
if you mess up the soup, I could try and fix it with my first miracle.” 


Crowley was smiling openly at Aziraphale, almost devilishly, for lack of a better word, and 
Aziraphale smiled back just as broadly. Crowley looked good like this, open, trusting, even 
bordering on confident. It was a look Aziraphale had never seen on him before, but maybe he 
simply had never looked carefully enough before now, had only ever seen the surface and nothing 
of what was hidden underneath. 


Aziraphale leaned forward a bit, stretching out his hand and concentrating. Salting food with the 
help of a miracle was a little tricky since he had to be very precise. Still, it took mere seconds for 
him to finish the miracle, and Aziraphale was in equal measures surprised and pleased when 
Crowley was just as relaxed and close to him when he was done as he had been at the beginning of 
the miracle. 


Casting one quick look at Crowley, Aziraphale focussed on the bread next. With one hand, he 
commanded the breadknife to lift itself up, meaning to cut the bread with it. Next to him, 
Aziraphale felt Crowley tense abruptly, sucking in a deep breath, and quickly, Aziraphale closed 
his hand, making the knife spin so its blade was pointed away from Crowley, holding it still in the 
air. 


“Are you alright, my dear boy?” 


Next to him, Crowley had paled a little, and he was staring intently at the knife hovering in the air. 
Nevertheless, he nodded. 


“Fine,” he said, voice a little scratchy, “it jussst took me by surprise. But you can continue, I, I 
know you won’t hurt me.” 


He sounded almost painfully sincere, and after a few seconds of waiting, Aziraphale hesitantly 
moved his hand again, making the knife float towards the bread, quickly cutting four thick slices. 
Gradually, Crowley relaxed next to him, and when Aziraphale was done and the knife was once 
more laying innocently next to the bread, the demon heaved a sigh of relief. 


“Thank you, angel. That went well, I think. I could feel the magic, but it had less of an effect on 
me, I wasn’t afraid of it this time. For the most part, at least. Though it wasn’t so much the miracle 
as the knife itself. ’m sorry for overreacting, I know you wouldn’t hurt me with it. It was just. 
Instinct.” 


Crowley grimaced, and Aziraphale, not wanting to see Crowley beat himself up for such a 
reasonable rection, hugged him a little closer. 


“T also think this was the best try yet. ’'m sorry for not warning you about the knife, I should have 
done that. I didn’t mean to scare you. And I know that a lot of people would feel uncomfortable or 
frightened if a knife was suddenly floating in front of them. You’re definitely not alone with that.” 


Crowley offered a smile, and then opened his mouth as if to say something. He hesitated for a few 
moments before he continued, speaking quickly as if to push through it, and at his words, 
Aziraphale had to keep his surprise in check. 


“If you feel comfortable with it, could you perhaps, ah, perform a miracle that is directed at me? 
Like, changing my clothes or something like it. I think I’m ready for that, angel. And I trust you.” 


Something in Aziraphale’s chest tightened. It wasn’t an uncomfortable sensation, just a new one. It 
felt restricting and freeing simultaneously, and Aziraphale felt warm all over. His cheeks were 
heating up. 


Crowley was looking at him directly, no uncertainty or nervosity in his gaze. He looked hopeful, 
instead, trusting. Aziraphale wanted to hug him and never let him go. Aziraphale wanted to keep 
him safe, show him he was loved. He wanted everyone to know that he loved Crowley, that 
Crowley was his demon, his to cherish and keep and adore, if Crowley only let him. 


But Aziraphale couldn’t very well voice any of these thoughts, so he simply nodded. 
“Yes, of course, my dear. I’m... I feel honoured, I really do. Thank you for trusting me with that.” 


Crowley smiled softly, looking a little embarrassed, and Aziraphale had never felt so happy that the 
demon had been sent to him as he did in this moment. 


“Uh, any, ahm, preferences? About what I should do? Change your clothes, or your hair, or 


anything like that?” 
Crowley touched his hair, running his hands over it protectively. 


“Not my hair please,” he said, voice firm, asserting himself and sounding so sure of himself, so 
certain that no punishment would follow the voicing of his limits that Aziraphale had to suppress a 
proud smile, “my clothes are fine. You could perhaps change my shirt? I don’t know, whatever 
you want or think you can do. I don’t want you to strain yourself.” 


Aziraphale laughed, amused. 


“The miracles I’ve performed so far are barely strenuous. The worst that can happen is that Heaven 
wants a detailed report on what I’ve used all these miracles for. But I’ve already sent them one to 
prevent that, stating that over the past few weeks I was rather occupied with magically helping the 
children that I meet in the streets with their grades. And no one up there cares enough to check on 
me. I could presumably perform a hundred unexplained miracles before any of them bother to take 
a closer look at what I am using them for.” 


It was Crowley’s turn to look surprised. Then, he grinned, a broader grin than before. His tone of 
voice was hesitantly teasing as he spoke, and while he did not quite look Aziraphale In the eyes, it 
was Clear he was joking as confidently as he could, that he was trying. 


“Not what I expected from you, angel. You’re not as prim and proper as Heaven believes, are 
you?” 


Aziraphale coughed delicately and righted his waistcoat. 


“T’ll let you ponder that question in your own time, my dear. As far as Iam concerned, I am quite 
proper.” 


Crowley smiled, a twinkle in his eye belying that he did not believe one word, and then he nodded, 
collecting himself again, withdrawing again. 


“So, changing my clothes?” 


Aziraphale hummed, reaching out and touching Crowley’s t-shirt without much thinking about it. 
For a moment, Crowley tensed under Aziraphale’s hand, but before the angel could apologise and 
move away, Crowley relaxed again and Aziraphale’s hand stayed where it was, resting on the 
demon’s arm. 


“T could change the fabric and colour, perhaps,” Aziraphale mused, “would you be alright with 
that?” 


Crowley nodded. 
“And what excuse would you use to justify that miracle?” 
A small, wry smile played around Aziraphale’s mouth as he answered. 


“That some poor soul was wearing simply terrible clothes, of course. Perhaps a light grey suit with 
a light grey sweater underneath, or light grey tracksuit with a pair of embroidered wings. Horrible 
colour, this shade of light grey, really.” 


He winked, something he couldn’t recall having done before, and Crowley smiled, his grin 
transforming into a laugh, perhaps the first one Aziraphale had ever heard of him. He looked 


beautiful like this, happy and carefree. 


Aziraphale chased the thought away and concentrated on what he was about to do. Surely Crowley 
wouldn’t want him to think about him that way. Crowley had been hurt enough by others, and 
Aziraphale would not add to that pain by seeing Crowley in a way that was bound to make the 
demon uncomfortable. Crowley saw him as a friend, at best, and Aziraphale’s inappropriate 
feelings — for he was beginning to reluctantly realise what exactly he was feeling for Crowley — 
would not destroy the hesitant trust Crowley had managed to form to Aziraphale. 


“Would you mind a surprise? It might be more beneficial if I didn’t tell you what I am about to 
do.” 


Crowley nodded in confirmation, and with a small, hopefully reassuring smile, Aziraphale 
stretched out his hand towards Crowley and began. 


Miracles weren’t always easy — it depended on the type of miracle, what he was trying to achieve. 
It had been tricky in the past, performing huge miracles, but it had also not always been easy to 
limit himself to such precise, small-scale use of his magic as he had when training with Crowley. 
He had had a hard time in the beginning, turning specific pages of his books. Aziraphale wasn’t 
used to performing miracles on such a small scale. 


But now? Now, performing a miracle directed at Crowley, for Crowley was as easy as breathing. 
Aziraphale could feel his blood sing with magic, he could feel his magic, his power curse through 
him, pointing at Crowley, being drawn to him. If Aziraphale’s magic had been sentient, he would 
have said it liked Crowley, curling around the demon protectively, and doing its job almost gently. 


Turning the demon’s black t-shirt into a hideous, lime-green, frilly abomination was both far easier 
and much more amusing than Aziraphale had expected. 


Crowley, who had shut his eyes during the process, though nothing about his facial expressions or 
aura suggested he was more than simply a little nervous, opened one eye reluctantly, blinking 
down at his t-shirt. Then, he opened his other eye abruptly, a look of horror on his face. 


“Angel,” he said, voice laced with more shock than Aziraphale had heard from him in weeks, 
“angel, what in Hell’s name is that?” 


Aziraphale made a point of not giggling, because angels didn’t giggle. The hint of smug 
satisfaction, however, he could not quite keep from his voice. 


“You don’t like it?” 


A complicated expression crossed Crowley’s face, before the demon settled on put-on 
exasperation, shaking his head. 


“No exactly, no. Please turn it back?” 


Aziraphale nodded, not wanting to make Crowley uncomfortable, before he hesitated, one hand 
already raised. 


“Actually, my love, thinking about it... Would you like to try and change your shirt back yourself? 
You said you wanted to practice. Not that you have to, of course.” 


Crowley hesitated, and Aziraphale gave him time to consider. If Crowley decided he was not yet 
ready for this, of course he would turn the shirt back for him. But if Crowley would indeed like to 
try his hand at some magic, this seemed like the perfect opportunity, since he would not have to 


influence anything other than his clothes. 


After a few seconds of consideration, Crowley nodded hesitantly. 


Crowley could still feel the remnants of Aziraphale’s magic on his body, tingling. It felt like the 
angel was hugging him, enveloping him in warmth and comfort. He had feared that Aziraphale 
directing his magic at him would feel threatening, would transport Crowley back to a time where 
Beelzebub had tortured him with their magic, but it hadn’t felt like that at all. Having the angel’s 
magic envelop him had felt reassuring, if anything. Loving. 


Now, Crowley only needed to do something about this truly hideous shirt. 


Even though it had been his idea, everything in him started to panic as he thought about performing 
a miracle himself. Who did he think he was? He would be hurt for this, he would be punished, and 
tortured again- 


Aziraphale’s hand came into view, touching Crowley’s cheek softly, drawing his attention. 
Crowley’s eyes snapped to Aziraphale’s, taking comfort in the gentle, patient expression the angel 
was wearing. 


“Tt is alright,” the angel told him gently, “you don’t have to if you don’t want to. And if you want 
to, I promise no harm will come to you.” 


Crowley nodded, forcing his breath to even out again. He knew this; he knew he could trust 
Aziraphale. The angel would not hurt him. He was allowed to try and perform a miracle and no 
matter if it worked or didn’t, he would not be hurt. It was his decision, and his alone, and there 
would be no consequences. Seeing Crowley nod, Aziraphale smiled gently and removed his hand, 
and Crowley found himself mourning the loss. 


He took another deep breath, closed his eyes, and concentrated. 


He had not used his magic in years. Accessing it now was not an easy task. The figurative spark 
had been buried years ago, under pain and anger, punishments, hatred, and fear, fear, fear. Trying 
to dig for it, trying to find that power, the magic inside of him was exhausting, and Crowley could 
feel himself begin to shiver, but still, he did not want to stop. He couldn’t. 


Back when he had been free, whenever Crowley had felt particularly poetic — which had used to 
happen a great deal more often than most would probably assume — he had described his magic as 
a golden thread running through him. It was tied to his very being, was what made him him. 


The thread had dulled in colour over the past thousands of years with Crowley using his magic first 
so little and then not at all, but now, as he was actively trying to reach for it, it wasn’t a hardship at 
all to grab it, and hold on to it, wrap his hand around the spun gold, and pull. Using his magic again 
felt like coming home, like realising himself all over again. It felt like fighting, like existing 
outside of the confinements of servitude and slavery. It felt like taking control again, for the first 
time in millennia. It felt like flying, like trusting himself again, like needing no one else but 
himself. It felt like freedom. 


Turning his shirt back into a simple black one was simultaneously much easier and much more 
difficult than he had thought it would be. The actual action, the miracle was easy — Crowley did not 
even have to snap his fingers, did not have to transport thought into action — he just willed it, and 
the shirt was black again, soft and his. 


It was what came after that was difficult, the knowledge that he had performed a miracle, the 
knowledge that he had established control over himself and his surroundings like this. Had he been 
with Beelzebub, this would have led to punishment, to pain so severe Crowley did not even want to 
think about it. Had he performed a miracle around Gabriel, Crowley knew he would have wished 
himself back to Beelzebub with every fibre of his being. 


But he was with neither of them, Crowley forced himself to think, breathing in and out slowly 
through clenched teeth. He was with neither of them. He was with Aziraphale. Aziraphale, who 
had not once hurt him or punished him for any transgression, Aziraphale, who had allowed him to 
use his magic. Aziraphale, who had encouraged it, even, Aziraphale, who cared about him. 


Crowley opened his eyes, first one, then the other. In front of him, Aziraphale was sitting very still, 
a worried look on his face, but unmistakably, obviously proud. He shone with it, practically. 


Crowley had always thought it a bit exaggerated, that saying of angels being creatures of light, and 
while that exaggeration might have been true with Michael and Gabriel and all the others, it 
definitely was not the truth with Aziraphale. Crowley could see how the angel, and he alone, would 
deserve that description. The smile Aziraphale was wearing lit up his entire face, and Crowley felt 
the urge to smile back, giving into it easily. 


“May I touch you?” 


Aziraphale’s voice was slightly breathless, and if Crowley hadn’t had vanity beaten out of him so 
thoroughly, he would have said the angel sounded reverent, even. Was it blasphemy to think that 
way? 


He nodded scotting a little closer to Aziraphale and let himself sag against the angel. Aziraphale 
put an arm around his shoulder, drawing him even closer, making soft hushing noises. 


Oh. Crowley was crying. He hadn’t even realised, but he was, a few cool tears running down his 
face. They weren’t bad tears, though. More so tears of happiness, of pride, if something like that 
even existed. 


“Are you alright?” 


Aziraphale’s voice was soft, and his eyes, sticking with the theme, shone with something Crowley 
had never see in Aziraphale before. He was beautiful, Crowley realised, a startling, visceral 
realisation. He was beautiful, and kind, and intelligent, and he cared about Crowley, of all beings 
on this world. The thought made something break inside Crowley, something delicate and 
beautiful. It did not hurt half as much as he had thought it might. 


“I’m fine,” he said, “that was, it wassss-“ 


Crowley took a breath, trying to calm himself down. Aziraphale would not be able to understand a 
single word if he kept hissing. 


“Tt wasss easier than expected. The miracle. And... It did not even hurt.” 


Aziraphale hugged him closer, and Crowley’s head ended up pressed against the angel’s shoulder, 
so close to the angel now that Crowley could feel him breathing, in, out. His breaths were deep, but 
uneven. 


“Tt shouldn’t hurt, my dear,” Aziraphale whispered, “miracles should never hurt. I am so, so proud 
of you. You did it, my love, you performed a miracle. You are brilliant, truly, my dear boy.” 


Crowley willed the blush threatening to rise away, and oh, wasn’t this so much easier now that he 
had access to his magic, his miracles again? 


“Thank you, angel,” he said, voice low and scratchy. “Thank you for teaching me, for your 
patience. And, uh, for believing in me.” 


Aziraphale smiled and leaned closer to Crowley, planting a kiss in his hair. Crowley willed his 
blood to stay where it was and not rush to his head. He was sure his ears would have been bright 
red, otherwise. 


“You have absolutely nothing to thank me for,” Aziraphale said firmly, “that was all you. It was 
your work, and your miracle. I refuse to have anything to do with it.” 


Crowley smiled into Aziraphale’s shoulder. He felt safe, in the angel’s arms, protected, shielded 
from the world waiting outside of the bookstore. Shielded from anyone he did not want to see; 
Crowley was safe here. He always had been. 


“T’d like to try another one,” Crowley said, slowly, regrettably, removing himself from 
Aziraphale’s hug and the angel let him go easily enough. “I feel like I-“ 


I need to, Crowley wanted to say, I need to make sure. 
The words were stuck in his throat, but Aziraphale nodded, like he understood, nevertheless. 
“Whatever you want, dear boy. Perform whichever miracle you'd like.” 


Crowley nodded, looking around the living room a little helplessly. It felt like limitless 
opportunities were stretching out before him, like he could do anything he wanted, no matter what 
it was. 


That wasn’t quite true, he knew, but the thought still was a beautiful one to indulge in. He had to be 
careful not to overexert himself too much. After all, this was only his second miracle in thousands 
of years, and he did not yet know where his limits lay. It felt like he had none, with his magic now 
roaming freely through his body, it felt like liquid gold rushing through him, energising him. He 
could feel his magic greet him like an old friend he had not seen in years, like strength and comfort 
all at once, settling deep inside him. 


But he did not want to aim too high and risk exhausting himself too quickly, and he also definitely 
did not want anyone Down Below to notice he was performing miracles again, and a big one was 
bound to be noticed. 


Crowley’s eyes fell on one of the numerous bookshelves surrounding them. 


“T could make a few books fly here?’, he offered, eyeing a stack of about six books, “to perhaps 
practice finer control?” 


“Whatever you want, my dear.” 


Aziraphale’s voice was much softer than usually, almost trembling, but when Crowley looked up 
at him, the angel seemed to be perfectly fine. He was looking at the books, and after a few seconds 
of collecting himself, Crowley breathed in deeply and concentrated. 


He did not close his eyes this time, he did not need to. The miracle took no effort at all and 
happened quicker than he had anticipated. As soon as he had thought of moving the books towards 
him, they came flying, still neatly stacked, but also moving quite a bit faster than Crowley had 


wanted them to. With a surprised, forceful snap of “Stop!” the books came to a halt in the middle 
of the living room, halfway between the shelf they had come from and the sofa. 


Crowley went about it more carefully now, gradually focussing on the books again, making sure 
that they were moving towards him slowly. Surprisingly, this was harder than making them move 
in the first place — having to measure his strength, the power he put into a miracle. Not using too 
much force was harder than performing the miracle itself. 


Finally, the books landed on the coffee table and Crowley stopped concentrating on them, 
releasing the gold threat inside of him, letting it go only hesitantly. He was afraid that he would not 
be able to find it again, but when he tried to call it back to check, tried to find the way to his 
powers, it was as easy as breathing. The magic was right there in his blood, his very bones, his and 
his alone to command, He could feel it threading through his body, lighting him up and making 
him feel safe and powerful. Truly in control, for the first time in years. 


Crowley caught his reflection in the large breadknife as he turned his head towards Aziraphale. His 
reflection was tiny and distorted, but he could still make out his eyes. They were pure gold, with 
his slitted black pupils parting them. They looked more snake-like than they had in years, more 
demonic. That happened sometimes, when he lost control, either from fear or happiness. 


Crowley did not want Aziraphale to see them like this. He did not want to remind the angel of who 
he was, of what he was, he did not want Aziraphale, kind beautiful Aziraphale, to see all the 
ugliest, most hideous parts of him, but it was too late — Aziraphale was already watching him, and 
Crowley’s eyes flickered between Aziraphale’s own blue ones and the table, unable to truly face 
the angel. 


“Look at me, please, dear,” Aziraphale said softly, and even though it was not a command, would 
never be a command, Crowley obeyed. Part of him wanted to look at Aziraphale, wanted to let the 
angel see him because he knew it would make Aziraphale happy. 


Aziraphale indeed looked happy, perhaps even more so than after Crowley’s first miracle, if that 
was possible. He was smiling, a beautiful expression, and hesitantly, Crowley returned the smile. 


“You did well,” Aziraphale said, and Crowley had to suppress a shiver at the words, “I am so, so 
proud of you. You did so well, and you performed your miracles so quickly, and with such 
excellent control! I don’t think I could have managed, if that had been my first try at a miracle in 
such a long time.” 


Crowley shrugged, not really knowing how to respond. Aziraphale did not seem to be bothered by 
his eyes, not even mentioning them, and reluctantly, Crowley stopped wishing for his sunglasses to 
cover them, instead accepting the compliment Aziraphale had given him with a small, shy smile. 


“Thank you, angel. But that was your doing as much as it was mine — you taught me to be more 
comfortable around magic again. I don’t think I could have done it without you. Thank you, angel. 
I don’t think I can express how much that means to me.” 


Crowley did not know where all that honesty, that vulnerability was coming from. He was no 
longer choosing his words carefully, no longer making sure he would say nothing that could 
potentially be interpreted as ungrateful or insulting. He did not feel the need to be this careful 
anymore. Even the last hints of hesitance that had always lingered even after he had started trusting 
Aziraphale, were now gone. He did not know whether to attribute that to Aziraphale or his 
newfound magic and power. 


Aziraphale smiled, something unreadable in his expression. 


“You’re not giving yourself enough credit, my dear,” he said, voice so soft again. “That was all 
you, Crowley. You can be proud of that.” 


He seemed like he wanted to say something else but shook his head and continued after a moment 
of hesitation, getting up as he spoke. 


“You can perform miracles any time you want, my dear. You don’t have to ask for permission, just 
do what you want. Practice as much as you like.” 


Crowley nodded, thankful. 


“Thank you, angel. I just think that, ah, perhaps I should be careful for now. I don’t want Hell to 
notice I’m using my magic again.” 


Something dark crossed Aziraphale’s face, quickly replaced by an expression of worry and then, a 
slight smile. 


“T hadn’t even considered that, my dear. Of course, that is reasonable. Do be careful, but apart from 
that, from my perspective you can do whatever you’d like with your magic. There are no limits to 
it, here.” 


Crowley nodded, a little too overwhelmed to form words. It would have seemed like a trick, a trap, 
if Crowley hadn’t known for sure that it wasn’t one. Aziraphale would not purposefully mess with 
him like that, he truly meant it. Crowley was free to do what he wanted with his magic, his 
miracles. It felt like he had been given a gift, only that it was one he had been meant to receive, one 
that was rightfully his. One that Crowley truly deserved. 


Aziraphale bent and picked up some food from the table, handing a plate to Crowley. The demon 
took it automatically, and for a few minutes they sat in silence, eating. Crowley hadn’t even 
noticed how hungry he had become. Apparently, performing miracles was more exhausting than 
anticipated. 


Aziraphale broke the silence, voice a little careful as he spoke. 
“T mentioned I had a surprise for you earlier, didn’t I?” 


Crowley nodded, intrigued. He had forgotten about the angel’s surprise, too occupied with his 
miracles, but he did want to find out what it was. And why it seemed to make Aziraphale nervous. 


“Well, at the planetarium we talked a little about flying, and I thought that perhaps, if you wanted 
to, we could fly together tonight? Your wings should be healed by now, and I thought that perhaps 
we could... celebrate that by taking a quick trip above London. I haven’t flown in a while, and it 
would be something I'd like to do with you, if you wanted to. Of course, this is just an offer, my 
dear. You don’t have to say yes.” 


Oh. Crowley truly hadn’t expected that. He remembered Aziraphale mentioning it, along with the 
humans’ desire to fly and explore space, and he had thought about them flying together, but he 
hadn’t really seen it as a real possibility, more so wishful thinking. Aziraphale, apparently, did see 
it as something they could do together, something he would like to do with Crowley. 


There was a swooping sensation in Crowley’s stomach, making it feel as if he were flying already. 
It was altogether pleasant. 


“T would love to, angel. And I’d be honoured, truly. I’d love to fly with you.” 


Aziraphale grinned, and Crowley could practically see a weight falling off his shoulders. His entire 
aura was relieved, and Crowley wondered if Aziraphale had truly thought he would decline such an 
offer. 


“You would? Excellent! What do you say to tonight? I don’t know if you’ ve had any chance to fly 
much on Earth and I don’t know how much you all can fly down in Hell, but I can assure you that 
London at night is a sight to behold, at least from above. And perhaps, if we manage, we can fly 
high enough to escape the streetlights and smoke and all that and we could see your stars. The real 
ones, this time, not the computer-generated ones.” 


Crowley sucked in a breath. That seemed like everything he had desired for centuries, like all the 
dreams he had harboured and kept just to himself, dreams and hopes and fantasies that had kept 
him alive, had kept him sane, and now, all of these wishes could come true. Aziraphale would like 
to make them true, because... because what? 


Because he wants to see me happy, a voice whispered in Crowley’s head, the same one that had 
used to say horrible things, the same voice Crowley had heard whenever he had been afraid of a 
Master, whenever he had remembered all the things he had done wrong. Only that now, it sounded 
hopeful. And it seemed to be telling the truth. 


On some level, Crowley had been aware that Aziraphale wanted to see him happy, or at least not 
see him hurt, which, for a long time had been the same things. But being theoretically aware of 
something and fully realising it, were two very different things. Realising it was like spreading his 
wings and flying, was like folding them in again willingly, and falling, knowing that he would be 
caught, this time. 


Aziraphale wanted Crowley to be happy, the first being in millennia to have that desire, and act on 
it. It was mutual, Crowley realised, he wanted to see Aziraphale happy, too. He wanted to be the 
one to make the angel happy. 


“T’d love to,” he said, focussing on this and not the hundreds of realisations he seemed to be having 
today, “that... that would be amazing, angel. I'd be... I’d be so grateful. If you let me- I mean, if 
we could. Fly. If we could fly, together, and visit my stars, that would be- Thank you.” 


Crowley wasn’t good with words, especially not when he was emotional, but Aziraphale seemed to 
have understood him all the same. 


He smiled softly, reaching out to touch Crowley’s wrist once. His hand was gentle, his skin soft, 
his touch a mere whisper on Crowley’s own skin. 


“Of course, my love. I’d be honoured to fly with you. Your wings are beautiful, and I'd like to 
make you happy.” 


Crowley found himself unable to respond to this confession, so he just scooted a little closer to 
Aziraphale, touching his leg to the angel’s. 


“Thank you, angel. For all of it, not just this, and not just today. Thank you.” 


And Aziraphale, beautiful, intelligent, kind Aziraphale seemed to understand what Crowley could 
not say. He smiled at Crowley, and for Satan’s sake, Crowley had never seen anything more 
beautiful in his life. 


They waited until nightfall. London wasn’t exactly quiet and asleep even after dark, but Aziraphale 


had reassured Crowley that he had flown around a few times already and had never been spotted by 
a human. Something about them being too preoccupied with their own worries and corners of the 
world to pay much attention to what was happening around, and especially above them. 


Crowley was brimming with excitement. He had checked his wings in private, in his room, testing 
if they truly were healed and hadn’t found them lacking. Stretching them out even in the 
confinements of his room had been thrilling, and the excitement had made it difficult to wait until 
it was dark enough for them to fly. 


They were sitting on the rooftop, having sneaked up with a few miracles that ensured they 
wouldn’t be seen and that had made the rooftop anything resembling comfortable. It had been 
Aziraphale’s idea, arguing that it would be easier to stars flying from higher up than if they just 
started in the middle of the street. Less noticeable, too, of course. 


“Td tell you about the stars and what the constellations mean, but I am pretty sure you already 
know about them,” Aziraphale said, laughing a little. “You can probably tell me more about them 
than I could.” 


Crowley shrugged. 


“T don’t know. The humans have interpreted a lot into my constellations, and I haven’t always been 
able to keep up with them and their myths. Tell me something about them.” 


Aziraphale looked up at the stars, staying quiet for a while. He seemed to be deep in thought and 
Crowley did not want to disturb him. He tried to focus on his stars, too, the thrill of being able to 
fly again soon, but he kept looking at Aziraphale instead, not quite able to look away from the 
angel’s face. 


“Globus Aerostaticus,” said Aziraphale at last. “I don’t think you can see it from here, but it is one 
of my favourite constellations. Or was, rather, the humans decided it would no longer be an 
officially recognised constellation some time ago. It resembles a hot air balloon, to honour the 
Montgolfier brothers. They launched the first hot air balloon in the 18th century, you know. I find 
it fascinating and honestly touching for how long the humans have dreamed of flying. Hot air 
balloons, planes, the astronaut suits we saw today. I think this might be what I like best about 
humanity, the search for knowledge, the constant striving for more, for more beautiful experiences, 
and for understanding. For all that they have destroyed over the centuries, this thirst for knowledge 
can lead to truly beautiful results and discoveries. I have never found it in me to see just the 
negative sides, when humanity has so many positive ones.” 


Crowley just hummed, unsure how to respond. Luckily, Aziraphale did not seem to need a longer 
answer. He smiled at Crowley before pointing up, showing Crowley one of his own constellations. 


“Right there, this one the humans call Serpens Caput. It’s unique — it’s divided into two separate 
pieces that are both part of the same constellation, they’re just separated by Ophiuchus, the snake 
holder. Technically, they’re parts of the same being, just different shapes — the snake and its 
holder, the man, Ophiuchus. The snake wraps around him, can you see that? They’re one. It’s a 
beautiful constellation, I think, both the man-part and that of the serpent. Unique.” 


Aziraphale wasn’t looking at Crowley, which the demon was thankful for. He wasn’t quite sure 
what his face was doing. 


The constellation Aziraphale had picked was too specific, too unique to be a coincidence. And 
contrary to popular opinion, Crowley was not stupid. He knew what Aziraphale was trying to say. 
He thought back to all the moments where his more snake-like side had come out and remembered 


how Aziraphale had reacted each time. Not with disgust, never with disgust. Curiosity and 
fascination, sometimes, but mostly just easy, loving acceptance. Crowley truly had nothing to fear 
with him. There was no part of himself he needed to hide around Aziraphale. 


Breathing in deeply, Crowley made a decision. He had trusted Aziraphale with so much already, 
had let him see so much of himself. He knew he could trust him, knew the angel meant him no 
harm, knew that he cared about him. He could trust him with this, too. He wanted to, at least. 


He had a plan now, for when they came back from their flight, one that excited him and scared him 
in equal measures. He would trust Aziraphale the way Aziraphale trusted him, would make himself 
vulnerable in front of him, entirely willingly, this time. He would show Aziraphale every last bit of 
himself, to repay him for his kindness and to show the angel that he trusted him. That he wanted 
Aziraphale to truly know him. 


“Would you like to start?” 


Aziraphale’s voice was soft, barely carrying over the noise of traffic underneath them, and 
Crowley nodded, not wanting to further disturb the relative calm. They got up, Crowley helping 
Aziraphale up, and then, standing with some distance to each other, they unfolded their wings. 


Aziraphale’s wings unfolded with a slight swooshing sound, and the angel sighed, stretching them 
out fully. They were beautiful, their pure white a stark contrast to the dark night sky, and Crowley 
found himself staring. Aziraphale was beautiful, even more so than usually, looking ethereal and 
purely angelic. 


Crowley’s own wings blended in with the dark sky, the hidden stars and galaxies on them 
sparkling in the night. A soft breeze ruffled through his feathers, and Crowley shuddered. It felt 
good. It felt like being free. 


“Ready?” 


Aziraphale was holding his hand out for Crowley to take, smiling expectantly. The demon nodded, 
feeling his heart pick up in speed. He was ready. Excited, nervous, even a little afraid, but ready. 


He took Aziraphale’s hand, beating his wings a few times experimentally, and then, they took off, 
flying up into the sky, hand in hand. 


Crowley, Aziraphale noted absent-mindedly, was obviously a little out of practice, but still by far 
the better flyer between the two of them. While Aziraphale was quicker since his wings were 
bigger and stronger, Crowley was more agile. He seemed to be more at home in the sky, had no 
problem navigating it, and did small, little stunts that Aziraphale never would have dared to. 


He seemed carefree like this, happy and unafraid. Aziraphale wanted to weep at finally seeing his 
demon like this, he wanted to hold him and not let go, tell Crowley all the things he still had to 
admit to himself, first. 


Crowley had let go of his hand after ten minutes of slow flying over London, both of them having 
needed some time to get used to flying again. Crowley, of course, had not flown much at all over 
the past centuries, and truth be told, neither had Aziraphale, though for different reasons. He did 
not find flying alone too enjoyable and had not often cared for the work it took, but now, with 
Crowley by his side — or in front of him, above, behind and under him at any given moment — he 
could not think of a single reason not to fly. 


It felt heavenly, the cool air on his wings and in his face, the stars twinkling above them. And he 
got to watch Crowley be well and truly happy, which Aziraphale enjoyed more than anything else. 


He was proud of the demon. He had made tremendous progress, especially today, and finally, 
Crowley seemed to realise it, too. 


Aziraphale was glad he could do this for him, that he could make this day as perfect as possible for 
the demon, even with the small mishap with the church on their way home from the planetarium. 
Crowley had forgiven him, and despite Aziraphale’s earlier feeling of being watched, it had truly 
been a wonderful day after that. 


He could let go of his worries for a bit, Aziraphale told himself, and enjoy this. This freedom that 
flying brought with it, Crowley’s company, and the demon’s obvious happiness. 


Aziraphale had slowed down a little, now behind Crowley, and he used the opportunity to truly 
admire the demon’s wings. They were sleek, black, and whenever they moved, Aziraphale would 
discover a new collection of stars or a new galaxy on them. They fit perfectly into the night sky, as 
if the stars knew who Crowley was, as if they were aware that he was their creator. 


Finally, they landed on top of an old, pretty much abandoned building. It wasn’t terribly high up, 
but the area was vacant enough for them not to be discovered. Aziraphale was breathing a little 
quickly, not used to flying for so long, while Crowley did not seem out of breath at all. He 
definitely was in better shape than Aziraphale, that much he could admit, but the angel could not 
muster the energy to feel bad about it, not when he was faced with so much happiness, so much joy 
from the demon like he had never seen before. 


With a sigh, Crowley laid down on the rooftop, his wings spread out beneath him, cushioning him. 


“That was,” he began, then stopped, clearly searching for words, “that was fantastic, angel. I don’t 
even know- I... Thank you, Aziraphale. Thank you for this.” 


Aziraphale smiled down at him. He knew what Crowley wanted to express, and he knew that 
sometimes, the right words were simply missing. 


“You are more than welcome, my dear boy. I’ve enjoyed this flight tremendously, as well.” 


He laid down next to Crowley, and then, without thinking, he brought one wing up over him and 
Crowley, covering the two of them, shielding them from the wind. His wing was resting on top of 
Crowley, not quite touching him. For a second, the demon stiffened and Aziraphale was about to 
withdraw and apologise, when the demon let out a soft sigh and relaxed, practically melting into 
the ground. One of his hands came up to lazily stroke through Aziraphale’s feathers, and the angel 
had to suppress a pleased shiver. 


After a few minutes of silence, with Aziraphale close to drifting off, cushioned by his other wing, 
Crowley spoke up, voice low. He removed one arm from underneath Aziraphale, pointing up at the 
night sky. 


“This one is Scutum. I don’t know what fancy tale humans have for it, but it’s one of my smallest 
constellations. I designed it to look beautiful, both from far away and up close. All of my 
constellations and galaxies, really. But I like Scutum, especially.” 


Aziraphale looked up at where Crowley was pointing. Normally, they wouldn’t have seen half as 
much as today, but he had ensured with the help of a not-so-small miracle that at least for tonight, 
stargazing would not be difficult. He could write it off as introducing children to astronomy or 


something. He’d come up with an excuse, should anyone ask him about the miracle. 


“You really are tremendously talented,” Aziraphale said, “‘and your stars are beautiful. Truly 
lovely, a masterpiece, each and every single one of them. I’m glad you have them back, now, at 
least to some extent.” 


Crowley turned to look at Aziraphale. His yellow eyes looked darker in the night; a few stars 
reflected in them. Or perhaps it was just Crowley’s eyes themselves, shining. 


“Thank you,” he said, voice low but strong, and Aziraphale had the distinct feeling he wasn’t being 
thanked for the compliment, exactly. 


“Thank you, angel. For giving this back to me.” 


You’re welcome, Aziraphale wanted to say, but the words died on his tongue when Crowley moved 
his wing to curl it around Aziraphale’s shoulder from underneath him, simultaneously stroking one 
soft, feather-light finger over his cheek. He was still looking at Aziraphale, unashamed and with an 
expression Aziraphale could not quite name. 


Then, without warning, Crowley sat up, getting out from under Aziraphale’s wing. He stood at the 
edge of the roof for a few seconds, back turned towards the angel, before turning around, holding 
one hand out for Aziraphale. 


“Let’s go home.” 


What else could Aziraphale do but take it? 


The closer they came to the shop; the slower Crowley flew. He had not felt this free, this lucky in 
millennia. He did not think Aziraphale truly knew just how happy he had made Crowley by giving 
him this, just how much it meant to him. There were no words to express what Crowley was 
feeling, or perhaps there were, and Crowley simply did not have them. 


The wind in his feathers felt good, and with the city beath him and the endless, beautiful night sky 
above him, Crowley felt alive. Alive and eternal, never-ending. He felt as powerful as he truly was, 
as free as he should be, as happy as one could possibly be. 


Aziraphale was flying in front of him, and Crowley once more took the opportunity to admire the 
angel’s wings. He did not think Aziraphale truly knew just how stunning they were, how majestic. 
Crowley felt safe, up here with Aziraphale. Safe, and loved. He was, perhaps. Perhaps he was 
loved. He knew he wished he were. 


They arrived back in the bookshop much too soon and Crowley regretted it the moment he folded 
in his wings. Already, it felt like part of him was missing. He knew he could unfold them at any 
time, knew they weren’t truly gone, but still. It wasn’t a good feeling, having to put them away 
again. 


Crowley watched as Aziraphale brought the food back to the kitchen. He had been thinking about 
his plan on the way back, and had decided that for today, he had done enough. He had been 
vulnerable enough, had succeeded with so many things, and he had no energy left to make himself 
vulnerable again, at least not today. Perhaps tomorrow he could show the angel what he had 
wanted to. 


Crowley was exhausted. Flying usually took a lot of energy, and despite their trip today having 


taken less than two hours, he was tired. Apparently, not flying for so long had severely damaged 
his fitness. 


He figured he couldn’t be too badly off when he saw Aziraphale emerge from the kitchen. The 
angel looked tired, too, if happy. They must be looking much the same, Crowley thought, 
exhausted but content, with a few stray feathers on their clothes. 


Aziraphale sank down on the sofa with a sigh, leaning back and closing his eyes. 


“T was thinking,” he said around a yawn, “‘that we should perhaps go to sleep, my dear boy. Excuse 


” 


me. 
He yawned again, longer this time, and Crowley could not suppress a small smile. 


“Good idea,” he said unsure how to say goodnight to Aziraphale. Should he hug him before he 
went upstairs, or had he hugged him too often today? Was Aziraphale getting sick of Crowley’s 
clinginess? 


He had just decided not to hug Aziraphale again, lest the angel become uncomfortable, and was 
turning away from him, about to go upstairs, when Aziraphale’s voice stopped him. 


“T was thinking,” he said again, not looking at Crowley even when the demon turned around, “that 
if you wanted to, we could, ah, perhaps sleep together downstairs?” 


He blushed and Crowley cringed. Aziraphale sat up, hastily correcting himself. 
“Not like that, of course! Clothed, I mean. And literal sleeping.” 


Aziraphale was blushing harder now, looking more than uncomfortable. He avoided even looking 
in Crowley’s general direction. 


“Let me try that again,” he sighed. “What would you say to sleeping downstairs with me, 
platonically? We could enlarge the sofa and sleep on it with our wings out. I don’t feel like keeping 
them contained again, not after that flight, and wanted to stretch them out while I was sleeping, and 
if you want to join me, you can. To sleep.” 


For a few seconds, Crowley stood still, not responding. He was still trying to convince the easily 
scared part of himself that Aziraphale’s offer was indeed just meant as one for sleeping next to 
each other and nothing else. The angel had just messed up the phrasing. He wasn’t planning on 
fucking Crowley, not like Gabriel had. Not that Gabriel would have asked, of course. 


The other, larger part of Crowley was quite honestly too surprised to answer right away. Of course, 
he’d say yes. The thought of falling asleep next to Aziraphale, with his wings out, was an entirely 
appealing one. He just had to put that into words. 


“Neghk,” Crowley said, and he watched in panic as Aziraphale’s face fell. 


“Oh, that’s alright,” the angel said, putting on a smile, “perfectly understandable if you don’t want 
to, my dear. I would not want to pressure you into something like this, I hope you know. Well, 
then,” he said, making to stand up, smoothing his hands over his waistcoat in a nervous gesture “T 
suppose it is time to say goodnight, so, ah-“ 


“Nol?” 


Crowley’s interruption was a little louder than he had anticipated, and both he and Aziraphale 


flinched at the sudden exclamation. Crowley clenched his teeth together and forced himself to look 
at Aziraphale, trying again. 


“Td like to. Do that. With you. Sleep. I’d like to sleep next to you,” he finally managed, even if the 
words came out a little to quickly and his heart was beating in his throat, “it is a good idea. If you 
still want to.” 


For a second, Aziraphale studied Crowley intently, searching for any hint of discomfort. Though it 
pained him to do so, Crowley let his face betray all of his emotion — the slight embarrassment over 
his phrasing, the joy, the hope, and the uncertainty, too. 


Seemingly satisfied, Aziraphale nodded stepping a little closer to Crowley. 


“That’s lovely to hear, my dear, but if you change your mind, please don’t hesitate to tell me. I 
promise, I won’t be offended.” 


Crowley nodded, and Aziraphale turned towards the sofa, focussing on it, clearly planning on 
enlarging it with the help of a miracle. Quickly, Crowley stepped in front of him, heart picking up 
in speed at his boldness. 


“May I?” 


Aziraphale looked up, surprised, but nodded and stepped aside, watching Crowley. The demon 
concentrated on the sofa, searching for the gold thread inside of him. He found it easily enough, 
and with a few more moments of concentration, the sofa stretched out, becoming larger until it took 
up most of the living room and was big enough for two beings with gigantic wings. 


Next to him, Aziraphale smiled proudly. 


“ll just change into my sleepwear,” he said. “Ah, perhaps you could get blankets and pillows 
from your room, and I’Il get mine?” 


Crowley nodded, watching as Aziraphale shot him a slightly nervous smile and went up to his 
bedroom. Crowley himself waited downstairs for a few more moments, trying to collect his 
thoughts and calm down. He was looking forward to this, he was, but it wasn’t easy, shaking off 
the fear that had come over him when Aziraphale had proposed this. 


The offer had reminded him of being touched when he didn’t want to be, being forced into 
someone’s bed, chained to it, hurt and kept against his will. 


But that wouldn’t happen here, he told himself firmly. Aziraphale wasn’t like that, he would not 
hurt Crowley. He wasn’t even interested in sex, and much less with someone who wasn’t interested 
in it either, and, on top of that, definitely not with Crowley. There was no way Aziraphale would 
ever be interested in Crowley as anything other than perhaps a friend, if he was lucky, and 
therefore, he had nothing to fear. Crowley tried to ignore how, against all expectations, this thought 
was not an entirely positive one. 


He went upstairs, changing quickly and grabbing his bedding. When he arrived downstairs, 
Aziraphale had already made his part of the makeshift bed. His wings were out again, looking 
indescribably soft, and Crowley clenched his finger in his pillowcase to keep himself from reaching 
out and touching. 


Aziraphale watched, smiling, as Crowley got his part of the bed ready, and his smile turned into 
soft, open admiration when Crowley spread open his wings. Feeling his face heat up again at the 
angel’s expression, Crowley turned away and began climbing into bed, feeling Aziraphale’s eyes 


on him all the while. 


Eventually, both had found a position that worked for them. Aziraphale had asked, a little 
embarrassedly, if he could put his wings over Crowley, and the demon had agreed. They were 
lying roughly half a meter apart, close enough for Crowley to be covered by the angel’s wings but 
far enough that Crowley could not feel Aziraphale’s body heat or his breath in his neck, which 
helped him relax even with another person in bed next to him. He was safe. Nothing would happen 
to him, he trusted Aziraphale. 


Crowley had foregone his blanket in favour of Aziraphale’s wings, soft and heavy above him, 
covering him despite the distance between them. It felt like a hug of the best kind, the caring, 
protective one. 


“Goodnight, my dear,” Aziraphale whispered into the darkness. “Sweet dreams.” 


Crowley exhaled slowly, letting Aziraphale’s voice wash over him, basking in the closeness, the 
softness, the trust. 


“Goodnight, angel.” 


I took long for either of them to fall asleep. 


Chapter End Notes 


Progress, progress, progress! There are only a few chapters left, some of them being 
quite action-packed, and Crowley is making progress pretty quickly, now! Not just in 
terms of recovery, but also in terms of feelings, as is Aziraphale. © Look at Crowley 
being confident and happy! 

Also, please ignore that it wouldn’t really be possible to go stargazing like this in the 
middle of London due to light pollution and such, I hope in a universe where the two 
MCs are angel and demon, a little reality-bending can be forgiven. “*° 

I really hope you enjoyed the chapter and thank you again for being so kind and 
patient. See you soon, have a nice day! 


Chapter 22 


Chapter Notes 


Happy holidays/Merry Christmas! 

I apologise for getting this out so late - my mental health was at a special low the past 
few months. I'm doing much better now, though. I'm not entirely happy with this 
chapter, but it won't get any better even if I stare at it a couple weeks longer, and I 
wanted to get this out as a Christmas gift. This will be one of the last chapters that are 
still relatively quiet and domestic, the rest will be more action-packed. 

Crowley has come far, as has Aziraphale. :) 


Thanks so much for sticking with me, for your patience and understanding! I hope you 
are safe and have great holidays / merry Christmas, should you celebrate. :) 


Enjoy! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


When Crowley woke up, he was alone on the sofa, only his own wings tightly wrapped around 
him. Aziraphale’s spot next to him was empty. There was a piece of thick paper on the sofa 
instead, with the angel’s handwriting on it. Crowley picked it up, still blinking the sleep from his 
eyes, reading it only slowly. 


Dear Crowley, 


I apologise for leaving and making you wake up alone. I ordered a new delivery of books and have 
to pick them up myself. I should be home no later than 10. Please feel free to do what you want in 
the meantime, be that with the help of miracles or not. If you would like, there is food in the kitchen 
and you can, of course, read any book you want. I'd just ask that if you leave the flat yourself, 
please do leave a note so I know where you are. 


I hope you slept well. 
Yours, 
Aziraphale 


Crowley ran a finger over the letters, the black ink a stark contrast to the white paper. It was kind 
of Aziraphale to leave him a note, considerate, and the gesture made the disappointment at not 
having woken up next to his angel lessen a bit. 


Crowley stretched slowly, spreading his wings, relishing the ability to do so without pain or fear of 
being hurt for it. He yawned, looking around the living room, his eyes falling on the stack of books 
he had made levitate yesterday. It sent a thrill through him, the memory of using his powers, and 
Crowley found himself smiling at nothing, wings folding in over his own body. 


He tucked them away after a few more seconds and got up. It was only eight, he still had time 
before Aziraphale would return. Crowley could use that time in whatever way he wanted, and that 
thought excited him. He could try another miracle, perhaps it would be different with no one 


around. Or he could... 
Well. He could transform. 


The idea had come when Aziraphale had shown him Serpens Caput on the rooftop yesterday, and 
it had been in his head ever since. He wanted to transform, to feel his other form again. It had been 
entirely too long since he had had the chance to turn into a snake. 


And he wanted show Aziraphale his snake form, wanted to show the angel every bit of himself. 
This was something that was purely his, just like his magic, like his stars. But other than those, his 
snake-form had never been taken away from him, it could not be. It was untainted, and Crowley 
had the inexplicable, unshakable desire to show the angel himself as a snake. 


It would be a proof of trust, and a sign of Crowley’s thankfulness for all that Aziraphale had done 
for him, had let him do. It would be a show of love, he supposed. 


Transforming into a snake would make Crowley vulnerable, but it was a vulnerability Crowley 
wanted to give, one that, perhaps, if used correctly, could be used as a weapon, almost. Not against 
Aziraphale, never against Aziraphale, but the idea of making himself vulnerable willingly, had 
something else interwoven in it, a hidden strength, a sense of power. 


And, on a more basic level, in instinctual level, Crowley wanted to wrap himself around 
Aziraphale, hold him tight, protect him. He had been wanting to do so for a while now, though he 
could not quite say for how long, and the idea of being able to give in to that desire was a 
wonderful one. 


There was some hesitation, too. Crowley did not, could not, know exactly how Aziraphale would 
react, and there was the chance that he would be horrified or disgusted, that this obvious display of 
Crowley’s demonic side would be too much. 

Crowley doubted it, but the fear was there. And, additionally, Crowley had not transformed in 
millennia. He had either not been able to, with his previous Masters, or never wanted to, and he 
was slightly afraid that he couldn’t, anymore. Which was why the time he had to himself would be 
perfect to practise. 


Crowley went upstairs, needing the feeling of familiarity and security that his room held. He 
turned in his room, taking it in. It had been too long since he had transformed, and part of him 
feared that he would not be able to, anymore. That he had forgotten how. He tried calming himself 
by taking in the familiar surroundings, his bed, his plant with its beautiful flowers, his planetary 
system, spinning slowly with the help of Aziraphale’s magic. He was at home, here, he was safe. 


He imagined what it would be like to be in his other form again, to slide into scales and muscles so 
different from his current ones, to see through eyes that did not hurt all the time, to be in a body so 

powerful and elegant. And then, without meaning to, Crowley was already transforming, too lost in 
thought, in wishful imagination, to stop it. 


His body crumbled and hit the ground as a snake, lying on the soft carpet. He was staring at the 
table, and in one slow, fluid movement, Crowley lifted his head and part of his body until he could 
fully see the table. It all looked different in snake form, though not worse. Crowley did not focus on 
what he could see too much, more on what he felt. 


Navigating the world in this form was different than in a human body, and Crowley had feared that 
being this close to the ground would bring up old, horrible memories of having to kneel or crawl 
and beg, but instead of feeling weak, feeling lesser, he felt stronger. In-control. 


He was powerful in this form, more so than in his human one, and shaping and twisting his body to 
move around his room was easy. It came to him naturally. He had missed this. He was fully safe 
like this; he could not be harmed in this form. He could hurt whoever would try and hurt him, he 
was powerful like this. Unable to do miracles, perhaps, or talk, but he was strong, no longer thin 
and frail, like his human form was. 


Crowley tried to smile, as much as was possible in this form. 


He slithered out of his bedroom, downstairs to the living room, curling up on top of the still 
enlarged sofa. In his snake-form he felt entirely surrounded by Aziraphale’s scent, had time to get 
used to it, time to imagine what it might be like, revealing this form to the angel. 


The thought made him nervous, though less so now that he had transformed. This was what this 
was for, after all, getting used to the thought of presenting himself like this to the angel. Crowley 
had feared that he would not feel comfortable enough in his snake form, not safe enough to show 
himself to Aziraphale, but he quickly realised that was not the case. He had not felt this 
comfortable in a long time, this in-control, except for performing the miracles yesterday, perhaps. 


And yet... He might feel good about his form, but what about the angel? 


Crowley could admit to himself that Aziraphale being disgusted by his snake-form would hurt. 
Revulsion had the potential of ripping out all the hope and affection that had grown in Crowley’s 
chest like weeds, leaving him empty and cold. But. But Crowley did not think Aziraphale would be 
disgusted, not really. The fear was there, yes, but it wasn’t reasonable, and Crowley realised that. 


So far, Aziraphale had reacted positively to any part of Crowley that hinted at his snake-form, and 
Crowley hoped dearly that a similar reaction would follow his transformation. He hoped 
Aziraphale would not think him too demonic, too unnatural when seeing him like this. 


And if he was being truly honest with himself, Crowley wished that perhaps, perhaps, Aziraphale 
would admire him, think him beautiful. He wished that Aziraphale would stroke his scales, let 
Crowley curl up on top of him. Let them hug like this, him curl up around the angel, keep him 
protected and warm. 


Shaking his head, Crowley slithered off the sofa, trying to think of something else than these 
foolish, daring wishes. It would do no good, dreaming like this. He could imagine all this after 
seeing how Aziraphale reacted to his snake-form. One step at a time, even without feet. 


After a some more time of enjoying this form, Crowley turned back again. Transforming again felt 
like losing something, his bones shaping forms that felt unnatural, and he was left feeling cold 
when he had fully turned back, standing on two feet in the middle of the living room. 


For a moment, Crowley focussed solely on his body, letting his surroundings fade into the 
background. It felt foreign, standing again, despite this being the form he had lived in the most for 
the entirety of his existence. Crowley blinked, once, twice, trying to get used to the way he 
perceived things in this form. He licked his lips, his tongue still forked, and sighed. He hadn’t 
anticipated missing his snake form already, not even a minute after he had left it, but he did. He 
would turn back as soon as he could. 


For now, he focussed on the sofa in front of him. It was still enlarged, big enough that Crowley had 
fit more than comfortably on it even as a snake, but he wanted to change it back. 


He wanted to perform a miracle without Aziraphale watching, all on his own. He wanted to see if 
he could. 


He was nervous when searching for the gold thread inside of him. It felt wrong, performing a 
miracle without someone knowing. He never would have dared with anyone else than Aziraphale. 
But Aziraphale wasn’t a Master, would not be mad, perhaps even proud, and Crowley knew he 
would not mind. Crowley was doing nothing wrong. 


Breathing in deeply, Crowley found the golden thread, focussing on it. He opened his eyes, staring 
at the sofa, and with a wave of his hand, it shrunk back to its original size. It had been no effort at 
all, had barely taken any concentration. 


Crowley’s heart was racing, but not from fear. He was smiling, a soft, broad smile on his face, and 
he could feel his hands tingling. Was this what pride felt like? Happiness? 


He walked over and trailed a hand over the sofa. He had done it. He had done it, all on his own, 
and it hadn’t even bene hard at all. He imagined the look on Beelzebub’s face, had they watched 
him perform this miracle. The other demon had always said that Crowley’s magic was useless, that 
he couldn’t even use it properly, was too weak to handle it, but that wasn’t true at all, was it? 


Smiling, Crowley stripped the sofa without magic, taking his and Aziraphale’s sheets upstairs. He 
re-made his bed by hand. He didn’t want to over-exert himself magically just yet, though at the 
moment, it felt like there was very little he couldn’t do. Perhaps a quick break was all he needed 
before he could safely perform his next miracle. 


When he was done with his own bed, Crowley went to Aziraphale’s room, but he hesitated in front 
of the closed door. He hadn’t ever actually entered the angel’s bedroom, had never had reason too. 
But he was pretty sure Aziraphale wouldn’t mind if he returned his bedding where it belonged. It 
was an act of kindness, after all, politeness, and Crowley knew Aziraphale valued those things. 


He pushed the door open slowly, not quite sure what to expect. To his surprise, the angel’s 
bedroom was smaller than his own, despite his being the guest room. Had Aziraphale shrunken 
down his own bedroom? 


It didn’t really seem like it. The entire room seemed a little off, strangely uninhabited. A few books 
were scattered across the room, most of them on the otherwise empty desk, a coat was slung over 
the chair, and a tartan bowtie was lying on the floor next to bed, but aside from that, there were no 
personal items, and little furniture. 


If Crowley had to guess, he would’ ve said the room had been magicked into existence fairly 
recently and had not seen much of its owner ever since. 


Which would be strange. Crowley knew that Aziraphale wasn’t fond of sleeping, but he hadn’t 
expected his angel to not use his bedroom at all. When was the last time Aziraphale had actually 
enjoyed a good night’s sleep? Well, last night, Crowley thought wryly, but before that? 


Shaking his head, Crowley re-made his hand Aziraphale’s bed, folding and smoothing out the 
covers. He took his time with it, wanting to leave everything as perfect as possible. Of course, 
neither of them needed to sleep, but perhaps, with a well-made bed, Crowley could convince 
Aziraphale to sleep more often. It was terribly comfortable, after all. And perhaps, maybe he could 
even convince him to sleep like they had yesterday... 


Without much more to do, Crowley left the angel’s bedroom, retreating to his own. He flopped 
down on his bed, closing his eyes. He could feel his magic so easily, this power inside of him. It 
felt good, having it back, overwhelming in all the best ways. 


With a happy sigh, Crowley turned over, now facing the planetary system on his nightstand. It was 


still spinning and glistening, curtesy of Aziraphale’s magic. It had been an item of comfort for so 
long, the most beautiful gift Aziraphale had given Crowley. 


The demon had admired it often, staring at it when he couldn’t sleep, too trapped in his own mind, 
in horrifying memories. He had used it as comfort, seen it as something beautiful. It clearly marked 
the room his, made him feel more at home. 


It was moving slower than it had originally, Crowley noted. Aziraphale’s miracle had only been a 
small one, the angel not wanting to frighten him with too much magic at once. That had been 
months ago, when Crowley had still been timid, still very much afraid of Aziraphale, not trusting 
him or his miracles. 


That version of him felt like a stranger now. How could he not trust Aziraphale? The angel had 
shown time and again that he could be trusted. That he truly was kind, loving, and cared about 
Crowley. 


Perhaps not in the same way or to the same extent as Crowley cared for Aziraphale, but that was a 
thought the demon had been pushing far away from himself for quite some time now. They were 
friends now, without the burden of debt, without the feeling of power imbalance and inequality. 


They were friends, and that was enough. It had to be. 


But point was, the planetary system was now moving slowly, and Crowley could do something 
about it. He quickly considered if that would be too much, if he was performing too many miracles 
too closely together. He really didn’t want to draw either Heaven’s or Hell’s attention. 


But no, he reasoned, a few more twinkles and a faster-moving planetary system would not be 
suspicious to anyone, really. He highly doubted anyone at all was watching him and his magic-use. 
It would be fine; he had taken a small break. And even if it wasn’t, he had his magic now to defend 
himself. And Aziraphale. 


Breathing in deeply, Crowley stretched out his hand, palm facing the planetary system. It wasn’t 
really necessary; he could have performed the miracle with his eyes closed and hands bound. He 
didn’t need his body to strengthen the magic, to make his miracles work, but it felt good, 
channelling his magic like this. 


Once more, Crowley felt for the golden threat of power inside of him, and he had barely thought of 
what he wanted to do, and it had happened. His planetary system was moving and twinkling 
merrily, a few extra stars and constellations having found their way into it. There was one bigger 
addition to it though — a miniature version of Serpens Caput, the constellation Aziraphale had told 
him about yesterday. It was almost as stunning as it had been on the night sky. 


Crowley smiled. He was feeling a little tired, all of a sudden. Apparently, miracling and his 
transformation had worn him out more than he had thought they would. Perhaps he did need to 
reign it in a bit, save his strength. Maybe he could do with a nap. It would have to be a short one, 
though — he wanted to be awake when Aziraphale came home. 


Crowley slipped under the covers, hugging his pillow to his chest instead of laying his head on it. It 
almost felt as if he were hugging someone else. How he wished it was Aziraphale, hugging him, 
holding him, being close to him. 


Crowley drifted off with a smile on his face. 


Aziraphale hurried back home, wanting to be back in his bookstore as soon as possible. He had 
loathed getting out of bed — or sofa, he supposed — this morning, wanting nothing more than to 
keep sleeping next to the demon, enjoying their closeness. 


But time pressure and a feeling of guilt had shooed him out of bed and out of his bookstore, in the 
end. He’d been running late, but the main reason he had left his store so hurriedly had been the 
feeling that he was doing something wrong. He shouldn’t be enjoying Crowley’s closeness, this 
display of trust so much, should he? The demon had no idea of Aziraphale’s feelings that couldn’t 
quite be described as friendship anymore. Aziraphale was trespassing with his emotions, crossing 
boundaries he was sure Crowley didn’t want crossed. He really had to sort that out before it 
became a problem. 


Aziraphale shook his head, sighing. As if it wasn’t already one. 


The book pick-up, at least, had gone off without a hitch. The shopkeeper had been extraordinarily 
patient, answering all of his questions at length, and Aziraphale made sure that the rest of her week 
would be as stress-free at possible. 


Thankfully, he arrived at home a little earlier than anticipated, shrugging off his coat and setting 
the books down by the entrance door. Normally, he would at least have flipped through them after 
coming home, but he had more important thing to do. Like check to see if Crowley was sleeping 
and, if so, whether he could slip under the covers again, rest next to his demon. 


But to Aziraphale’s disappointment, the living room was empty, Crowley nowhere in sight. The 
sofa had been reduced to its original size, Aziraphale noted with a proud smile. It seemed like 
Crowley was fully taking advantage of his powers again. Aziraphale was beyond proud of him. He 
knew how important this was for Crowley, and he was impressed by how effortlessly Crowley 
could already use his magic again, after having been deprived of if for so long. 


The flat was silent, and Aziraphale busied himself with putting away the books. He could feel 
Crowley’s presence upstairs, but the demon seemed calm and was apparently busy, or he would 
have come downstairs. Aziraphale told himself he wouldn’t go and check up on Crowley. If he 
needed some time alone, Aziraphale understood fully. It had been an eventful couple of days, 
Crowley had made a lot of progress, and it would make sense for him to need a bit of a break. 


Aziraphale sat down with one of his new books, one on different coping mechanisms after repeated 
trauma, miracled himself a cup of tea, and began reading. 


Judging from the temperature of his tea, at least an hour had passed since he had come home, and 
by now, Aziraphale was debating whether he should go upstairs, check on Crowley. The book had 
been interesting, but it hadn’t fully captured his attention. His thoughts had drifted off every few 
minutes, wandering to images of Crowley flying through the dark night sky, Crowley being 
amazed at the computer-generated stars at the planetarium, them falling asleep together, the 
softness of Crowley’s wings, the redness of his hair, how beautiful the demon looked when he was 
smiling. 


Aziraphale put his book aside, closing his eyes and breathing in deeply. It was as if the only thing 
he could think of lately was Crowley, Crowley, Crowley. It made sense to some extent, he 
supposed, Crowley had been pretty much the only person Aziraphale had seen over the past year or 
so. Of course he’d be thinking a lot about the demon. 


But, Aziraphale had to admit to himself, that wasn’t the main reason he could tear neither his eyes 


nor thoughts away from Crowley. 


He had not wanted to admit himself, had kept every hint of any such thoughts carefully locked 
away for the past few weeks, but he couldn’t keep them locked away forever. He had to face it: He 
was beginning to develop feelings for Crowley. Feelings that Aziraphale was painfully aware of, 
ventured past pure friendship. 


He had only been able to truly admit that to himself last night, in the darkness of their living room, 
curled around Crowley. Crowley had moved towards him in his sleep, and Aziraphale had hugged 
him closer with his wings, shielding him. He loved Crowley; he had admitted it to himself. 


He loved Crowley. 


The realisation should perhaps have been startling, shocking, surprising. It hadn’t been. It had not 
even truly been a realisation, more so a certainty he had been carrying around for too long and had 
only now truly inspected. 


He loved Crowley. He loved the demon for how strong he was, how kind, how he could find good 
in the world despite what had happened to him. It felt strange, loving Crowley. Not bad, not 
forbidden, but ... unwelcome, almost. 


He shouldn’t love Crowley. Just months ago, the demon had still feared him. Yes, they had since 
established a friendship, built on trust and the knowledge that they were equals, but was that truly 
enough? 


Aziraphale had held a lot of power over Crowley for the past almost-year. He hadn’t been in love 
with Crowley back then, that much was true. He had only fallen in love with him after, when 
Crowley had become more himself, had dared to exist outside of the boundaries that had been 
forced upon him. 


Every glance and glimpse Aziraphale got to see of the intelligent, snarky, kind demon, he grew to 
love. But he was painfully aware of the fact that he could never tell Crowley that. It would put their 
friendship at risk, the trust between them. It would almost certainly make Crowley feel 
uncomfortable, perhaps even unsafe. 


His feelings weren’t worth risking their friendship over, Aziraphale knew that. He just had to figure 
out a way how to keep them from an unusually perceptive demon. But he’d find a way, he was sure 
of that. And it wasn’t as if not confessing to his feelings would harm him. It would be the better 
solution, Aziraphale thought. That way, at least, he’d get to keep their friendship. 


With a sigh, he pushed himself out of his comfortable armchair, deciding that he would pay 
Crowley a visit, now. 


He needed a distraction form his thoughts, which were running in circles and growing darker, too. 
He wouldn’t focus on love that surely could never be requited, but on what he had right now. On 
what he could feel, what was there. And at the moment, he could feel trust and adoration coming 
from the demon’s bedroom, a hazy hint of Crowley’s emotions palpable through his aura. 


Aziraphale knocked before entering. He had expected Crowley to sit at his desk, reading, or 
practising some magic, but neither was the case. 


The picture in front of Aziraphale was adorable, there was no other way to describe it. Crowley 
was sleeping, curled tightly around his pillow, hugging it. His hair was fanned out beneath him, his 
mouth slightly open. He seemed to be smiling in his sleep, breaths going evenly. 


Aziraphale smiled, and found himself stepping closer to the demon’s bed, brushing a strand of soft 
hair away from his face. Crowley twitched, but didn’t wake up, and Aziraphale retreated as quickly 
and quietly as he could. He’d simply read for a bit longer, then. 


Crowley woke up for the second time that day, feeling well-rested. The first sight that greeted him 
was his planetary system. It was spinning, glittering. It looked entirely magical, and Crowley 
grinned to himself at the horrible pun. Magical. Hah. 


With a yawn, Crowley got up, stretching. He could feel his bones creak, and his grin stretched 
broader. Looked like he’d be spending some more time as a snake, alleviate some of that back pain. 


Before he could transform, noises from downstairs caught his attention. The kettle was on, and 
someone was walking around in the kitchen. It seemed as if Aziraphale was back already. Just how 
long had Crowley slept? 


He hurried downstairs, eager to see the angel again. In passing, he threw a glance at his begonia, 
hissing through his teeth when he saw that it had wilted a little. He had been watering it regularly 
ever since he had gotten it, why was it wilting now? He’d have to talk some sense into it, later. 


Aziraphale was just coming out of the kitchen when Crowley arrived downstairs, steaming cup of 
tea in hand. He lit up when he saw Crowley, and the bright smile on his angel’s face made 
something in Crowley’s chest hurt in an entirely positive manner. 


“You're awake!” Aziraphale said, putting his tea down. “You were asleep for quite some time, are 
you feeling alright?” 


“I’m fine, angel,” Crowley reassured him, “just worn out from flying and the miracles yesterday. 
Sleeping helped, though.” 


Aziraphale nodded, sitting down on the sofa, and Crowley joined him. They were sitting closer 
together than usually, Aziraphale’s leg pressed up entirely against Crowley’s, but the demon didn’t 
mind one bit. Rather the opposite, actually. 


“So,” Aziraphale said, after having taken a sip form his tea, “what did you do while I was gone? 
Assuming you didn’t sleep the entire time, which I would understand too. Yesterday was quite a 
taxing day.” 


Crowley didn’t even have to think about whether he wanted to tell Aziraphale about it. He knew he 
did. And he knew, or at least strongly assumed, that Aziraphale’s reaction would be far from 
negative. Curious, at the very most. 


“T transformed,” he said, a proud smile making its way onto his face, “for the first time in 
centuries. I just felt like I could, I knew I could, after yesterday, so I did. It felt amazing, angel, I 
can’t even begin to describe it.” 


It took a second for the penny to drop, but when Aziraphale finally understood what Crowley was 
talking about, his head snapped up. 


“You transformed?” he asked, loudly, excitedly. “Into a snake, you mean?” 


Crowley nodded, suddenly a little bashful in the face of Aziraphale’s enthusiasm. The angel was 
smiling do broadly Crowley was sure his cheeks must hurt, and when Aziraphale opened his arms, 
he leaned into the hug gratefully. Why had he even worried about Aziraphale’s reaction? 


“It was so good, transforming again,” Crowley said, still hugged close by Aziraphale, “it felt like 
taking back control again, like with my magic. I haven’t been in my other form in ages, and it felt 
so right, being a snake again.” 


“That’s great, my dear,” came Aziraphale’s response, and Crowley could hear the smile in his 
voice, “I’m glad you can still transform, and that you enjoy it. I’m almost a bit jealous! I’m stuck 
in this form, whereas you can change.” 


Crowley snorted. 


“Your corporal form is beautiful, though,” he said without thinking, “if anyone has to be jealous it 
should be me.” 


Aziraphale didn’t respond to that, and Crowley leaned away a bit, looking at his angel. Had he said 
something wrong? But no, Aziraphale didn’t look put-off. He was just blushing, more intensely so 
that Crowley had previously seen. He was smiling, though, so what Crowley had said couldn’t 
have been too wrong. 


“Ah, well, that’s kind of you,” said Aziraphale, not quite looking at Crowley, “your corporal form 
is quite nice-looking, too. You really are beautiful, Crowley.” 


Ah. Well, now Crowley understood why Aziraphale had blushed. It felt nice, if a little foreign, 
receiving a compliment such as this, and from the angel, at that. 


“Thanks,” croaked Crowley, before he shook his head and decided that he would ignore the way 
his face was still flaming. He had a mission after all, something to accomplish. 


“T wanted to ask, actually, if you'd like to see it, angel? My transformation, my snake-form. I know 
you’ ve seen it in Eden, but that was long ago. I could show you again, if you wanted me to.” 


Crowley tried to frame his question in such a way that it wasn’t terribly obvious that he longed for 
Aziraphale to say yes. He didn’t want to pressure the angel, after all. But apparently, that worry had 
been entirely unnecessary, as Aziraphale nodded vigorously. 


“T’d love to. If you’d truly let me see you transform, I’d love to see it. From what I remember, your 
snake-form is quite striking, too.” 


Crowley refused to blush at that, willing the blush away with a hint of magic. 
“Great,” he said, standing up a little awkwardly. “Now? Or later?” 
“Whatever you want, don’t feel pressured by me, just transform whenever you'd like.” 


Crowley hid a grin behind a nod, his hair covering his smile. It seemed like he wasn’t the only one 
worried about pressuring someone into doing something they didn’t want to do. 


Breathing in deeply, Crowley closed his eyes and concentrated. He could feel Aziraphale staring at 
him, but it didn’t make him uncomfortable. He knew he was being watched, but it wasn’t a bad 
feeling. Crowley smiled to himself and imagined himself in his other form. 


And, like this morning, all it took was thinking about it, and his body transformed. Crowley had 
never been able to pinpoint the exact moment he transformed. It wasn’t exactly a process. He 
simply existed in one form and then, in the next moment, another. There was no fluidity between 
these two states, no specific shift. He simply went from his human form to his snake form, and 
back, without thinking about it. He just was, in these moments, and that was a glorious feeling. 


Crowley opened his eyes when he heard Aziraphale gasp. Crowley looked up at Aziraphale, who 
was still sitting on the sofa, though leaning forwards now. His eyes were flitting over Crowley’s 
snake-form, taking it all in. 


Crowley slithered forwards a little, watching Aziraphale’s reactions closely. The angel seemed 
enraptured, Crowley though, and not at all repulsed. No, he was smiling, and as soon as Crowley 
had come close enough, he stretched out his arms, as if he wanted to lift Crowley up. 


Crowley hissed in amusement. Did the angel not know how heavy this form was? 


Instead of having Aziraphale try and fail to lift him up, Crowley slithered on the sofa, curling up 
around the angel like he had wanted to. He kept his body’s grip gentle and loose at first, checking 
to see if Aziraphale objected to this kind of hug. When Aziraphale merely hummed happily, 
relaxing into the embrace, Crowley proceeded, curling up tighter around him. 


A gentle hand came up to stroke over Crowley’s scales, and Crowley hissed and let his eyes slip 
shut. This. This was what he wanted. It felt good, hugging Aziraphale like this. Being close to him 
like this. He felt cherished and loved. Safe. 


“You’re beautiful, my dear boy,” whispered Aziraphale, as if afraid of destroying the atmosphere if 
he spoke too loudly, “truly stunning.” 


Crowley hissed gently and tightened his hold around Aziraphale’s midriff a little. Aziraphale 
sighed, closing his eyes and leaning his head against the back of the sofa. Carefully, Crowley snuck 
his own head under Aziraphale’s chin, resting his cheek on the angel’s chest. 


He was safe, and he felt good. He was happy and loved. When Aziraphale’s hand came up to 
stroke feather-light over Crowley’s scaly head, he hissed happily and closed his eyes. 


Crowley always was a sight to behold, but seeing his snake form was something different entirely. 
Of course, it wasn’t the first time Aziraphale had seen Crowley transform into a snake, they had 
both lived in Eden, after all. But seeing him do it in their living room so openly, as a sign of trust 
and pride, was a different matter. 


Aziraphale had hoped that perhaps Crowley would allow him to stroke over his scales once or 
twice before he turned back. But the demon had surprised him by curling up around him instead, 
which almost felt like a hug, and that, Aziraphale thought, was even better. He got to pet Crowley 
like this, too. 


The demon’s scales were stunning, shimmering golden-black. His body moved with agility, as if 
all the coordination Crowley seemed to be lacking in his human form had come out in this form. 
What had fascinated Aziraphale the most, however, were Crowley’s eyes. He liked them either 
way but seeing them when Crowley was transformed made him love them even more. 


When Aziraphale tried to shift do that he could reach his book, which he had out on the sofa’s 
armrest, Crowley hissed and tightened his hold. Aziraphale let out an amused huff. 


“T’m not going anywhere, my dear boy, I just need my book,” he told Crowley friendlily, “I'll be 
right back to cuddling.” 


Out of the corner of his eye, Aziraphale saw Crowley roll his eyes, an impressive feat for a snake. 
Crowley’s grip went slack just long enough that Aziraphale could grab his book, and as soon as he 
had sat down in his previous position again, Crowley tightened his grip once more. Aziraphale 


sighed softly. 


It was comfortable. He was entirely surrounded by Crowley. Crowley could probably have 
seriously hurt him like this — he was considerably stronger in this form. But Aziraphale didn’t think 
that that idea had even crossed the demon’s mind. He was grateful Crowley felt comfortable 
enough around him to show himself like this. 


It truly was not fair, Aziraphale mused as he stroked over Crowley’s head again. Why were some 
people — or demons, rather — so beautiful, no matter which form they took? 


He smiled to himself as he saw that Crowley once more had closed his eyes, dozing. He could 
ponder that injustice later. Right now, he wanted to simply focus on their closeness, and his book. 


“They didn’t like my eyes,” Crowley said suddenly, startling Aziraphale. 


After about an hour of cuddling, Crowley had transformed back. Aziraphale had tried not to miss 
the closeness, the sheer beauty that was Crowley as a snake. They had made food, hunger being the 
main reason Crowley had turned back. 


Now, they were back in the living room, playing Uno. Crowley was sprawled out over the couch. It 
looked like a position that should be impossible with human bones and muscles, but the demon 
didn’t seem to be uncomfortable. Aziraphale was sitting more civilised in his armchair, and he had 
lost the last four rounds. Now that Crowley wasn’t holding back anymore, he was doing very well 
at Uno. It seemed like he had a strategy, which was surprising, considering the game was one of 
the least strategic ones Aziraphale had ever played. 


He’d have to introduce Crowley to Poker, next. 
“Hm? Who disliked your eyes?” 


Aziraphale was contemplating whether to change the colour to green, not quite focussing on 
Crowley’s words. He decided a few seconds later, playing a red three. He’d get to his green cards 
later. 


“The other demons. Angels, too, of course. Beelzebub, Hastur, Ligur, Gabriel, the whole lot of 
them. My Masters.” 


Aziraphale looked up, blinking. Crowley had sounded disdainful when he had said their names, as 
well as ‘Master’, and Aziraphale took it as a good sign. Before he could come up with something to 
say, Crowley continued, playing a draw 2. 


“My eyes reminded them of who I was, what I’d done. That I’d tempted Eve, not them. They hated 
me for that even more than they hated me for... whatever else they disliked about me. I wasn’t 
allowed to turn into a snake with any of them. I think I had forgotten how to, for a few years. 
Anyways, they hated my eyes. Said they were hideous and unnatural.” 


Crowley’s tone of voice was too bland, too nonchalant. He was gripping his cards a little too 
tightly, and he looked almost nervous. It wasn’t a look Aziraphale liked on him at all. 


“Well, I happen to think they are beautiful,” he said, drawing his two cards, “and of course, I don’t 
support what you did to poor Eve, but, well. If I were, ah, not an angel, I would... congratulate you 
for doing your job so well, all that tempting and such. Must’ve been difficult, I would imagine. But 
of course, I am an angel, so I have to disapprove.” A delicate cough. “Still, if I weren’t though, Pd 


be impressed.” 


Crowley looked up, surprised. He cracked a smile, exposing teeth that still looked a little too sharp. 
His cheeks were a touch redder than usually. 


“Of course, angel,” he said agreeably, flicking another draw 2 on the stack of cards in front of 
them, “you’re quite obviously an angel, and of course you’d never praise me for my hellish 
temptations. Jus’ like I wouldn’t say that the miracles you perform for people in need are good, or 
kind. Or that I approve of them.” 


“Precisely,” answered Aziraphale, enjoying this little game of theirs, “Naturally you wouldn’t.” 


Crowley grinned, and winked. Aziraphale thought he might be hallucinating. Where had all this 
sudden confidence, the ease come from? 


“Uno,” said Crowley, grinning at Aziraphale. He looked beautiful like this, with his newfound 
confidence. Absent-mindedly, Aziraphale played his next card, not really focusing on what it was. 


“Another round?” 
“Hm?” 


Aziraphale looked up, finally registering Crowley’s last words. Surprised, he immediately looked 
back down at the demon’s bare, card-free hands. Ah, that smug bastard. 


“Yes,” he sighed, laying down his own cards, “but let me shuffle this time.” 
Crowley chuckled and held his hand sup in mock surrender. 


Bastard, indeed. 


The evening passed quickly, Aziraphale introducing Crowley to Poker after their eighth round of 
Uno. Unsurprisingly, Crowley was a natural talent at Poker, and had they been playing with 
money, Aziraphale would have been very poor very quickly. As it was, he only lost some of his 
dignity. 


Crowley excused himself upstairs after about an hour of Poker. 


“T want to check up on my begonia,” he explained, getting up and stretching in a way that made 
Aziraphale wince just looking at him, “she’s been getting worse, I think.” 


“T have a book on gardening, if you need it,” offered Aziraphale, “or perhaps you could encourage 
your begonia to grow better, say a few nice words. I’ve heard that talking to plants is supposed to 
help them.” 


Crowley grinned. 
“So have I, angel. I'll see whether that’s true or not.” 
Had Aziraphale been a plant, he would have feared for his life just about now. 


“Well, good luck with that then, my dear boy. Have a nice evening, if you need company or 
anything else, just come downstairs, you know you’re always welcome here. I just have to warn 
you — I will attempt to speak to one of my higher-ups later today, but I should be done before 


midnight. In case you feel a heavenly presence, that would be the reason why.” 
Crowley nodded, though he didn’t exactly look happy about it. 


“T highly doubt you’d even feel it,” reassure Aziraphale hurriedly, “I have the proper spells in place 
that you shouldn’t be affected at all, I simply thought you might appreciate a warning. I promise, 
no harm will befall you. It should be a fairly short talk. I merely want to issue a complaint.” 


Red eyebrows met an equally red hairline. 
“Complaint about what?” 
Aziraphale made sure to look Crowley into the eyes while he answered. This was important. 


“About how some demons and angels have treated you in the past, and about how She never 
stepped in or reprimanded — or even better, punished — your abusers. I thought I should try to 
contact Her and... ask about that. If you don’t want me to do that, however,” Aziraphale added 
quickly, only now realising that he definitely should have discussed this with Crowley beforehand, 
“Just tell me. Of course, I won’t talk to Her if you don’t want me to, even though I think it is highly 
necessary.” 


Crowley hesitated for a moment before shaking his head, curls flying wildly. 


“T don’t mind.” His voice wobbled a little. “Thank you for doing that. I.. I can’t tell you how much 
appreciate it. That, and everything else, too.” 


“Tt’s my pleasure, my love,” Aziraphale answered easily, “and, as I said, it is a necessity that I have 
this talk. It is long overdue.” 


Crowley nodded, stepping forward, and capturing Aziraphale in a tight hug. 


“Thank you,” he whispered, aura full of thankfulness, relief, happiness and something else, 
something that ran deeper. Aziraphale hugged him back just as tightly. 


“T’ll be upstairs, as I said,” said Crowley as he stepped back, seemingly haven shaken off the 
moment of emotional vulnerability, “would you like to come up once you’re done here?” 


Aziraphale nodded and Crowley smiled and went upstairs. Well, he better not waste any more time. 
He had a job to do. 


Aziraphale cleared his living room as best as he could, pushing books, chairs and shelves aside. He 
truly should have done this sooner, but to be perfectly honest, he had only recently realised that 
simply praying would not be enough. She hadn’t answered a single prayer of his, and Aziraphale 
had realised he needed to speak to her directly, if he wanted to be heard. 


It had been Crowley who had made him realise that. Seeing Crowley reclaim himself, take back 
what was rightfully his, fight for himself, had finally given Aziraphale the long-needed push. He 
had seen the fire, the happiness in his demon’s eyes, the need to be himself again. Crowley’s 
bravery, Crowley’s rediscovery of himself had pushed Aziraphale to do this, once he had realised 
just how necessary it was. 


And so, Aziraphale did what he should have done months ago: He drew the circle of protection, set 
up the candles, straightened his bowtie, and asked to speak to God. 


Chapter End Notes 


I apologise for any mistakes, I'll edit it in the coming days. :) 
Stay safe! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


